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S translator of verse into verse has no small 



difficulty to struggle with in giving, as he is 
bound to do, the sense of the original exactly and 

perfectly. He ought^roreri^^sline for Une, — nay, 

'• ^'' ■ \ 

so fer as possible, ^rd . for word ; at any rate to 

add nothing to, and sijbtract nothing from, the 
meaning. This alone,' ti>; a translator restrained 
and fettered by the trammeE of rhyme and 
rhythm, demands an amount of pain and toil 
which very few even of the most patient and in- 
dustrious of translators are willing to bestow. 

Supposing this difficulty successfully overcome, 
such a translation is very likely to be harsh and 
stiff, deficient both in style and idiom, whereas 
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PREFACE 



every translation, to deserve the name of a good 
one, ought to have such smoothness, ease, and 
flow, that the reader, uninformed to the contrary, 
should have no cause to suspect that it was other 
than an original composition. To achieve this 
further merit requires, however great the ability 
of the translator, a further amount of labour that 
no one, who has not essayed it, can perhaps 
appreciate. 

But the translator of lyric verse has yet an- 
other duty to perform. He ought to preserve 
accurately the metre of the original poem. For 
a great lyric poet as certainly discerns and selects 
the metre most suited t^o his subject as he does 
the thoughts and* words; and if rendered in any 
other form a great portion of the spirit of the 
original is sure to evaporate. For example, two 
of the most remarkable poems in this volume. 
The Bride of Corinth and The Bayadere^ would 
each of them lose a good half of its wondrous 
power and beauty if the measure of the verse 
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were not maintained. It may be observed, how- 
ever, that where the metre of the original is 
wholly irregular, a translator is justified in con- 
tenting himself with giving to his version an irre- 
gularity of a similar nature without trying to give 
foot for foot, or rhyme for rhyme. 

In translating from the Gennan there are two 
principal obstacles to faithfully preserving the 
original metre, — first, the prevalence of double 
rhymes, so common and easy in Gennan, so rare 
and difficult in English, from the scarcity of vowel 
terminations; and secondly, the frequent use of 
the trochaic measure, to which the rhythm of 
the German tongue is so perfectly adapted, and 
that of the English so unsuited. 

How far I have myself comphed with the prin- 
ciples laid down, I have given to the reader the 
best means I could for judging, by printing in 
every case the original side by side with the 
translation. 

In respect of fidehty to the meaning of the ori- 
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ginal, I may venture to say that the instances of 
my dcviathig from it will be found very rare 
indeed. 

In respect of fidehty to the metre of the ori- 
ginal, I have failed in one serious instance only, 
The Harpers Song^ where I found the difficulty 
of preserving the double rhymes insuperable. In 
The German Muse^ which is rather didactic than 
lyric, the same fault is of trifling importance. 

The two poems from the Italian which conclude 
the volume are abridgments rather than transla- 
tions. In endeavouring to condense the fervour 
and distil the essence of Manzoni's finest work, I 
have (the metre of the original being impossible in 
Enghsh) thought it best to adopt that of Byron's 
famous ode, in which he treats the same subject. 
Napoleon, in a precisely opposite manner. 

J. S. STOCK. 

7 Upper Brook Strekt : 
March 1802. 
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PART I. 



TRANSLATIONS 

i 



B 



Die beutfd^c 9Rufe 



SCcln 2Cugufiif(^ 2CUer blu^te, 
JteineS SRebijaerS ®ute 

gdd^elte bet beutfc^en Jtunfl : 
@{c wart) nic^t gcpfleat loom JRul&mc, 
©fc cntfattctc bic JBlumc 

9lic^t am ©tra^l bcr Swtjicnaunji* 

SSon bem grig ten bculfc^en ©ol&ne, 
SSon beg grogen Snebdc^S Xbtone 

®in9 fic fd^ufelo§, ungecbrt* 
JRul^menb barf 6 bcr ©cutfcl()c fagen, 
^6l()cr barf ba§ |)erj ll&m fd^f^scn : 

©elbfl erfc^uf er fidl) ben SBBertl^* 



THE GEHMi^H MUSE 

(schillbr) 
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For her bloomed no Augustan age, 
No Medicean patronage 

Smiled on the German Muse ; 
She was not fostered by renown. 
Nor in the sunshine of a crown 

Unfolded her bright hues. 

Before her country's mightiest one. 
Before the mighty Frederick's throne, 

Unloved, imprized she came. 
Then proudly may the German cry. 
And at the thought his heart beat high, 

Her merit wrought her fame. 



b2 



T>it beutfd^e SRufe 

Uarum jieigt in l&6t)erm IBogcn, 
^arum fh&mt in t^oQem SSogen 

©cutfc^cr JBarbcn ^^oc^gcfang, 
Unb in eigncr guUc fc^wettenb, 
Unb aud |)eriend Xiefen queHenb^ 

@pottet er bet Stegeln 3)^ns< 



THE GERMAN MUSE 

And therefore soars with loftier flight. 
And therefore streams with ampler mighty 

Our bards' majestic strain ; 
Poured from the depths of a full heart. 
Scorning the pedant jules of art 

With Nature's calm disdain. 



Die ^ranicbe bed SbpcuS 



Sum ^ampf bcr SBagcn unb ©cfdnge, 
2)er auf ^orintl&uS ganbcSengc 
Set ®riedb«n (gtdmme frol^ loercint, 
Sog 3bvcu§, bcr ®6ttcrfrcunb» 
3i)m fcbcnite bc6 ©cfangcS ®abe, 
2)cr gieber fugen gRunb TfpoU; 
(So wanbcrt cr, an Icic^tcm ©tabe, 
2(uS gif)C9ium, be§ ®ottcS t)oa» 

@d)on witiH auf f)of)cm JBcrgcSrucfcn 
2(croforfnt^ be§ SBanbrer^ JBHcfen, 
Unb in ^ofcibonS gic^tcnbain 
SEritt cr mit frommcm ©c^auber ein* 



THE CHAHEB OF IBYCOS 

(schillbr) 



To Corinth's isthmus, where united 

The tribes of Greece beheld delighted 

The strife of bard and charioteer. 

Came Ibycus to Phcebus dear: 

Who gave to him the skill transcending 

In song all else to overcome ; 

So went he, o'er his light staflF bending, 

Full of the god, from Ehegium. 

And soon to greet his anxious glances 
Acro-Corinth her heights advances ; 
And now through Neptune's piny groves 
Shivering with pious awe he moves. 



5 Die Jtranid^e bed 3b9cud 

9t{c^td regt fic^ urn i(^n t)tv, nut @^n)irme 
83on Jtranid)en begleiten i^tt/ 
Die fern^in nad^ bed @uben§ SSdrme 
3n grau(id^em ©efd^tvaber jie^^n^ 

©epb mir flegrugt, befreunb'tc ©c^aareii/ 
Die mir jur ©ee JBegleiter waren! 
3um guten Seic^en nel^tti' id^ cud), 
SRein good, eS ift bem euren gleic^, 
JBon fernf)er fommen wir gejogen 
Unb fle^en urn ein n)trtf)Iic^ Dadt) ; 
©ep un8 ber ©ajHicbe gewogen, 
©er iDon bem Srembling wel&rt bie ^matf) I 

Unb muntcr fSrbert er bie ©c^ritte, 
Unb fie^t jid^ in bcS SBatbed 3Ri tte ; 
©a fperren, auf gebrangem ©teg, 
3n)ci gR6rbcr plSfelic^ fcinen SBeg* 
3um ^ampfe mug er ftc^ bereitcn, 
©oc^ balb ermattet fintt bie »^(mb ; 
©ie \)at ber geper jarte ©aiten, 
X^oi) nie bed JBogend ^raft gcfjjannt* 



THE CRAJNES OF IBYCUS 

Here stirs no living thing save legions 
Of cranes above him hovering nigh, 
That far in search of warmer regions 
Southward in dusky squadron fly. 

"Welcome, ye friendly birds! — together 
We've crossed the seas in stormy weather : 
Good signs are you, that well I wot, 
And not unlike our present lot ; 
Like you from distant climes a ranger, 
I ask but for some refuge sure, — 
May He who guards the helpless stranger 
From evil both alike secure." 



Then on with lively step he presses 
To the mid forest's deep recesses ; 
But just where darkest glooms the way. 
His onward course two murderers stay. 
And he must for the fray make ready ; 
But soon his feeble hand sinks low — 
That hand to touch the lyre is steady, 
But not to strain the fatal bow. 



X>it ^ranicbe bed SbpcuS 
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Cr ruft t){c 3Rcnfd^cn an, Mc ®itUx, 
@e{n Slc^^n bringt ju fcinem fRztUx, 
SSte n>e{t er aud) bie @t{mme fd^icft/ 
9flid)t8 8cbenbe8 wfrb l&ier crblicft^ 
„ ©0 mug ic^ l^ier locrlaffen jierben, 
2Cuf frembcm SSobcn, unbeweint, 
©urc^ bSfer JBuben ^anb tjerberbcn, 
S58o audi) fein Stacker mir erfcbeint!" 

Unb fcbwer getroffcn finft er nieber; 
X>a raufd^t bet Jlranfc^^e (Sefieber* 
©r l&6rt, fc^on fann er nid^t mcl&r fe()*n, 
X>H naf)en ©timmen furd^tbar Irdb'n* 
„ SSon eud), il()r ^ranid^e bort oben ! 
SSBenn feine anbre ©timme fprid^t, 
©ep mefned 9Rorbe§ ^lag' erf)obenI " 
@r ruft e§, unb fein Tfuge brid)t» 

©cr nacfte geid^nam wfrb gefunben, 
Unb balb, obglcicb entjleUt \)on SBunben, 
grfcnnt bcr ©ajlfreunb in j;orint^ 
S5ic 3w9^/ bie il)m tl{)euer finb* 



THB CRANES OF IBYCUS 

On men, on gods, be calls despairing, 
But neither for his prayer hath hearing ; 
Far as his voice can send its sound 
No living thing appears around. 
*' And must I here, of all forsaken, 
On foreign soil unpitied die, 
j By ruffians base in ambush taken. 

And slain with no avenger nigh ? " 

Just as he sank down, deadly wounded. 
The cranes' loud flapping wings resounded. 
He sees no more, but still can hear 
Their frightful scream approaching near. 
'* Ye cranes," he groans, " that o'er me hover, 
Tho' unrevealed by human breath, 
Do ye this murder foul discover I " 
He says : — his eyes are fixed in death. 

Next day was found the naked body ; 
And tho' with wounds deformed and bloody, 
His friend at Corinth soon can tell 
The features that he loved so well. 



S)ie Aranic^e beS SbpcuS 



„ Unb mup ic^ fo bid) iviebet ftnben, 
Unb boffte mit bet %\i)tc itrati) 
:De8 @dnger§ @d)ldfe ju umivinben* 
©cfhalt t)on fcincd JRu^mc^ ©lanj ! ** 

Unb iammetnb l^5ren'd aViz ®a\lz, 
SSerfammelt bei ^ofeibond %t\tc ; 
®anj ®ried)enlanb crgrcfft bcr ©d^mcrj ; 
SBcrloren i)at i^n jcbeS *^erj, 
Unb fiurmenb brdngt {tc^ jum ^nptanen 
2)a8 aSolf, e8 forbert fcinc f&ntt), 
3u rdd^cn beS ©rfc^lag'ncn 3Rancn, 
3u fu^nen mit be§ 3R6rbcr8 JBlut* 

;Boc^ wo bic ©put, bie au8 bet 3Renge, 
£)ct SSolfet flutcnbem (Sebtdngc, 
©clotfct iDon bet ©piclc ^xai}t, 
2)cn fd^w^x^icn SlE)dtet fenntlid) mad^t? 
©inb'8 Sfldubct, bie i^n fcig etfdlilagen? 
^bi^f 8 neibifcb ein loctbotg'net geinb ? 
9lut ^elioS iDetmag'8 ju fagen, 
©et aUc8 Stbifd^e befd^eint^ 



THE CRANES OF IBTCUS 

" And must I find thee thus ! — fond deeming 
Around thy brows I soon should twine. 
With thy full glory's lustre beaming. 
The minstrel wreath of conquering pine.'* 

And all for Neptune's feast assembled 
At the sad tale with horror trembled ; 
In such distress all Greece hath part, 
For such a loss mourns every heart 
Timiultuous crowds to the Prytanes 
The multitude, in frantic mood. 
Claims vengeance for the victim's Manes, 
The tribute of the murderer's blood. 



But how, amid this congregation 
Of men from every clime and nation. 
By these far-famous games allured, 
Shall the dark traitor be secured ? 
Did coward thieves assail him lonely. 
Or secret foe, in envious spite ? — 
That none can tell, save Helios only. 
Who brings all earthly things to light. 



8 Die Arantcbe bed Sbpcuft 



6r .qe^t iDiea€id)t mit frecbem Sc^ritte 
3efet cbcn bur4> bet ®ricd)cn Wlitk, 
Unb n)^(^tenb il^n bie Stac^e fuc^t, 
®eniept er feineS ^reveld Stu(^t. 
2Cuf il^ted eignen Xempeld &i)wtUz 
Xro^t et loieQeic^t ben ®iUem, mengt 
@t(^ bteifl in jene SRenfc^enweQe^ 
Die bort {t(^ jum Sweater brangt« 

S)enn S3anf an S3anf gebrdnget ft^en, 
es brec^en faji ber JBul&ne ©tufeen, 
^erbefgeffrSmt \)on gem unb ^a^, 
©er ®rjec^en 83 oiler tt?artenb ia, 
£)umpfbraufenb wie beS ?Keere8 SBogen, 
SSon ?Kenfc^en wimmelnb, wdc^jl ber Siau, 
3n welter jietS gefc^weiftem SSogen, 
^inauf bid in beS *^immel8 S3lau» 

SBer jdf)It bie SSolfer, nennt bie 9lamen, 
2)ie gafflid) ^ier jufammen famen? 

SSon SbefeuS ©tabt, t)on 2fuli§ ©tranb, 

■ ft 

SSon ^t)oci§, ^om ©partanerlanb, 
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Perchance amid these thronging masses, 
Unawed, even now the murderer passes, 
And spite Revenge's slow pursuit, 
Of his foul crime enjoys the fruit. 
Perchance even at his temple portals 
He now insults the wrathful god, 
Or mingles in the tide of mortals 
That toward the lofty circus crowd. 

There, piled up tier o'er tier, they seat them,- 
The pillars almost break beneath them, — ■ 
As streaming in from far and near. 
All Greece is met expectant here. 
A murmur, as of waves fast flowing. 
Fills the wide walls that soar on high. 
In large and larger circles growing 
Up to the blue deep of the sky. 

But who shall tell each name or nation 
Of all that vast association ? 
From Theseus' city, AuEs' strand. 
From Phocian and from Spartan land. 



:Cte Jtranicbe bed Sbpcud 



Son 7({tcnd entlcg'ner Jtufle, 
S3 on alien 3nfeln lamen fte, 
Unb ^orc^n \>on bem @d)auseruflf 
^d 61^0 red graufer SRelobie» 

:Cer fheng unb emfl nacb alter @ttte, 
SRit langfam abgemefTnem ®(fyAttt, 
^enoortritt au& bem ^intergrunb, 
Umwanbelnb bed S^e&terd Slunb* 
©0 fc^reiten felne irb'fc^e SBelber ! 
Sie (eugete (ein flerblid) ^aud ! 
(Sd fleigt bad Stiefenmap ber geiber 
^06) uber a)tenWict)ed l)tnaud« 

(Sin fc^warjer 9Rantel fc^ldgt ble genben 
@ie fcl)njin9en in entpelfcl)tett ^dnben 
25er gadfel bujterrotl^e (Slut ; 
3n i^ren SBangen flie^t fein JBlut* 
Unb too bie ^aare Uzhlii) pattern/ 
Urn aRenfcI)enjlirnen freunblid[) web'n, 
®a fiel[)t man ©d^langen })izx unb SSlatUxn 
35ie fiiftgefc^woH'nen a3duc|)e bldl^'n* 



THE CBAKES OF IBYCUS 

The tribes in distant Asia dwelling. 
The isles of the iEgean Sea, 
They hearken, from the stage upswelling 
The chorus' solemn melody. 

That, as in old time, strong, stern glancing. 
With slow and measured stride advancing, 
Comes forward from the dim background. 
And stalks the scene's broad area round. 
Like them there steps no mortal woman. 
To them no mortal womb gave birth ; 
Those giant limbs are more than human, 
And god-like tower above this earth. 

Dark mantles to their gaunt limbs clinging, 
And torches in their lank hands swinging, 
That gleam a lurid red, they go ; 
No blood in their thin veins doth flow. 
And wher6 the hair, in ringlets shining. 
Bound mortal temples wanton floats. 
See there, how snakes and adders twining 
Expand their swoll'n envenomed throats. 



c 
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^it Jtranid^e beS SbpcuS 
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Unb fc^auerlic^ gebrel^t im Jtrdfe, 
fi3cginncn fte bed ^pmnud 9Beife/ 
^r bun^ bad ^txi }cmi§cnb bringt, 
£ie S3anbe urn ben @unbcr fd^Ungt^ 
IBeftnnungraubenb, ^er}bet!)6renb 
@d)aUt ber Srinnpen ®efang, 
(Sr fc^aUt, bed ^6rerd SRorl \>er}e^nb, 
Unb bulbet nid^t ber Se^cr Jtlang : 

„ 9Bol[)l bctti/ ber frei \>on @<^u(b unb %t1)U 
JBewa^rt bte f inblf d) reine ©eele I 
3^m burfen toix nli)t rac^nb n«^'n, 
er wanbelt frei bed gcbend JBa^n* 
2)oc^ wel^e; wl^e, wer loerjlo^Ien 
2)e« 3Rorbe« fd^were Zf)at wUbrad^t; 
9Btr lS)eften und an fetne @o^(en, 
2)a« f ur(^tbare ®efd)le(^t ber Sflaitt ! 

Unb gittubt er fliel^enb ju entfpringen, 
©eflfigelt {tnb n)ir ba, bte Sc^Iingen 
^m werfenb urn ben fluAfgen guff, 
X>a^ er }u S3oben faQen mu^« 



THE CRANES OF IBTCUS lo 

And round their awful circuit wending, 
The wonted hymn is heard ascending. 
That racks the guilty heart with pains. 
And binds it in unbreaking chains. 
Sense-overwhelming, conscience-rending, 
Besounds the Furies' solemn song ; 
It wrings all hearts — no music blending 
To sooth its accents harsh and strong : 

•* Well, well for him, who, free from error. 
Preserves his soul like childhood pure ! 
For him we bring no pain, no terror. 
He treads the path of life secure. 
But woe to him, the dark assassin. 
Whose hand hath dealt the murderer's blow ; 
Close on his stealthy steps we fasten 
Night's fearful brood. — Woe to him ! woe ! 

"And would he 'scape us, swiftly springing. 
We too are there with instant flight ; 
Our snares around his feet are clinging. 
He sinks before our fatal might. 



c 2 



II X>it Jtranic^e bed ^bpcuS 

@o jagen toir il^n, o^n' ermatteti/ 
S3crf6^nen fann und (eine fRzu, 
31S)n fort unb fort W« ju ben 0<^atten, 
Unb geben il[)n aud() bort nic^t frei/' 

@o {tngenb tanjen {te ben Sleigen, 
Unb @tiae, wie bed Xobed Sd^n^eigen, 
glcfit uber'm ganjcn »^aufe fcbwer, 
TCld ob bie ©ottbett nabe xoix\ 
Unb felerlid), nad^ alter ©Itte, 
Umwanbelnb bed SbeaterS JRunb, 
3Rft langfam abgemeffnem ©(brltte, 
S3erfd[)wlnben fie im ^^intergrunb. 

Unb }n)ifcben Xrug unb 9Babrbeit fcb^ebet 
Slocb jweifelnb jebe JBrujl unb bebet, 
Unb bulbfgct ber furd^tbar'n ^a6)t, 
®ie ri(^tenb im SSerborg'nen wacbt; 
©ie unerforf(^Hcb/ unergrunbet, 
©ed ©cbldffald bunfein Jtn^uel fliijt, 
®em tiefen ^erjen fid^ t)erf inbet, 
2)ocb fliebet t)or bcm ©onnenllcbt* 



THE CRANES OP IBYCUS 1 I 

So hunt we down our prey unwearied, 
By no remorse appeased are we. 
Till to his grave the wretch is hurried. 
Nor even there from us is free.*' 



They dance a round, their chorus over. 
Whilst silence still as death doth hover 
O'er all the thousands listening there, 
As though a god in presence were ; 
And, as in old time, strong, stern glancing, 
Forward they come from the background. 
With slow and measured stride advancing. 
And stalk the scene's broad area round. 



Betwixt the truth and the delusion 
Each bosom heaves in wild confusion. 
And homage does to that dread might 
Which brings all hidden deeds to light,- 
Inscrutable, unfathomable. 
The gloomy threads of fate it twines. 
And shrouds in the deep heart, unable 
To dwell, where day unclouded shines. 



12 2)ie Jtranid^e beS Sbpcud 



l^^0»,0^^^0^^^0^^t^^ 



2)a i)bxt man auf ben b&d^flcn Stufen 

Xuf einmal eine QHmmt tufen : 

„ @te^ ba ! @ie^ ba, S^imot^eud, 

©le Jtranlcbc be« Sbpcuft!"— 

Unb finfler plft^Iid^ wirb ber ^immel, 

Unb uber bcm Zl^atzx f)ln 

@ie|^t man, in fd^wdrjlic^m ®en)immel/ 

Sin Jtrani(^lS)eer \>oruber}ieVn« 

V T)t^ SbpcuS !"— ©er t^cure Sflamc 
fRh^xt icbe fiSrufl mit ncuem ©rame, 
Unb, tt)ic tm SRccrc SBcir auf SBcir, 
@o Iduff^ \)on 9Runb ju !Wunbc fdbncll: 
„ DcS 3bt?cuS, ben wir beweinen, 
Sen eine 9)t&rber^anb erfc^Iug ? 
SBaS iji'S mit bem, waS fann er meinen? 
SBaS ip mit biefem ^ranicbjug?"— 

Unb lauter immer wirb bie grage, 
Unb a^nenb ffiegf^, mit JBlifeeSfd^^fage, 
2)urc^ aUe ^erjen: „®ebet 2(c^t! 
2)a§ ifl ber gumeniben SRad^t ! 



THE CRANES OF IBYCUS I2 

Hark ! from the building's topmost station 
There bursts a sudden exclamation : 
" Look there 1 look there, Timotheus, 
They come — the cranes of Ibycus 1 " 
And sudden darkens all the heaven, 
Whilst o'er the crowded theatre, 
In blackening masses onward driven, 
A mighty host of cranes appear, 

" Of Ibycus 1 " — Oh, name beloved. 
Its very sound all hearts hath moved ; 
As wave o'er wave in tempest poured. 
So past from mouth to mouth the word : 
** Of Ibycus, for whom we're mourning. 
Of whose sad death all Greece complains ? 
What ails this man ? — what means his warning ? 
And what this wondrous throng of cranes ? " 

And loud and louder grows the question, 
Like lightning darts the quick suggestion : 
" Give heed ! — The great Eumenides 
Avouch their might in things like these. 



Z>it Jtranicbc tic« 3b9tu« 



; ^r 9R6Tbtr Uettt frlb^ ^it hmt 

Srgtdft i^n, brr ba« Sort gcfjvrod^, 
I Unb i^ti, an btn'S gcridbttt toat.*' 

i 
I 

I :Coc^ btm DMi taum bad SBoit mtfa^tn, 

I 3R6*f «rt tm ©ufen gern bmwljmi; 

Umfonff! bn fcbrtcfcnijleic^e SRunb 
I 9Ra(t)t fi^nell bit 6d)ulbbeivuften funb. 

fOfan tti^t unb f^flltppt fte vot btn Slii^ttr, 
2>(t @t(ne rnlcb jum Xtibunal, 
Unb t« fle(teb'n bie SJfewicbter, 
©tUoffen Don btr JXikIk @li:af)(> 
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The veil of the dark deed is broken. 
The murderer hath himself confessed 1 
Seize him by whom the words were spoken. 
And him to whom they were addressed." 

But he, whose thoughtless speech avowed him, 
Would gladly now in silence shroud him ; — 
In vain, — the lips with terror pale 
Eeveal, though mute, the guilty taJe. 
They seize, and drag them to their trial, 
The stage grows one tribunal vast ; 
Their crime no more admits denial. 
And justice reigns avenged at last. 



Stitter Soggenburg 



» Slitter, treue Sc^toeflerliebe 

n Sorbcrt fefnc anb'rc 8iebe, 

„;Denn ed mac^t mir @d()meri* 

i>9lubt8 mag id) cni) crfd^^etnett/ 
« SRublg gebcn fcbn* 

„ Surer 2(ugen fiiUed SBetnen 
„i6ann ic^ nic^t locrflcbn/* 

Unb cr birt'S mit jtummcm »^armc, 
SRci^t ficb blutenb lo«, 

?)rc^t fie bcftig In bie %mz, 
©cbwingt [xi) auf fein JRo^, 



KHIGHT TOGGBHfiUBG 

(schilleb) 



I I 



" Knight, such love as sisters render, 

Vows this heai*t to thee ; 
Ask not for a love more tender, 

For 'tis pain to me. 
Calm I see thee come each morrow. 

Calm I see thee go. 
All imweeting for what sorrow 

Those sad eyes o'erflow." 

And he hears in silence mourning, 
His torn heart must bleed, 

Clasps her to his bosom burning. 
Springs upon his steed. 



15 gitttet Xoggenburg 



^^^0^0^0^0*^^0^^*^^^^^^^^^^0^ 



&d)idt ju feinen SRannen aOen 
3n Urn Sanbe Scbmei} ; 

3lal9 bem ^eirgen @xab {te toaUtn, 
Xuf ber fBrufl bad JCreuj* 

®rope S()aten bort gefc^el^en 

jDurc^ ber ^elben Xrm; 
3^re$ «^cline$ Sufcbe tt7elS)en 

Sn ber S^inbe @cl^n>arm/ 
Unb bed Soggenburgerd 9lame 

@d)re(ft ben SJtufelmann; 
Soc^ bad ^zxi t)on feinem ®rame 

9fli(^t genefen fann. 

Unb ein 3alS)r ^at er'd getragen, 

Xrdgfd nid)t Idnger mebr^ 
f!tu\)t lann er nid^t erjagen, 

Unb \>zxli^i bad ^eer, 
®U\)t ein ©c^iff an Soppe'd ©tranbe, 

£)ad bie @egel bUl)t, 
©d^tfet l^etm jum t^euren Sanbe, 

SBo i\)x Ht^zm m^U 
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Soon, his summons prompt obeying, 

March his Switzers brave, 
Crosses on their breasts displaying, 

To the Holy Grave. 

Mighty exploits there achieving 

With a hero's arm, 
High his gallant crest goes waving 

Thro' the turbaned swarm. 
Toggenburg ! — that name appalling 

Scares each Moslem breast ; 
Yet, for anguish ever galling. 

Nought can bring him rest 

And a twelvemonth he hath borne it. 

More he cannot bear — 
Peace of mind, no conquests earn it — 

So he quits all there ; 
Finds a ship, her sails full swelling. 

Fast by Joppa's strand, 
Homeward speeds unto her dwelling 

In their 0¥m dear land. 



i6 Stittcr Soggenburg 

Unb an i^reS ®(^lofre« |>forte 

JKopft ber $i(ger an, 
TU) ! unb m(t bem SDonnenvortc 

SSirb fie aufgetl^n : 
„ X)ie (^r fudbet/ tr^gt ben Sdj^Ider/ 

M 3ft be« ^(mmeU iBxant 
„ ©eftern n>ar beS SageS S^i^/ 

„ J)er ffe ®ott getraut" 

Da ^zxli^zt er auf immer 

Seiner 9iiUx ®i)lo^, 
@e(ne SBaffen ffe^t er nimmer, 

^od) fein treueS 9to^« 
SSon ber Xoggenburg l()em{eber 

©teigt er unbefannt, 
Denn ed bedft bie ebe(n @lieber 

.^areneS @ewanb* 

Unb er baut fic!^ eine ^htU 

3ener ®egenb na\), 
SBo baS ^lofter auS ber SRitte 

©ujl'rer ginben fab ; 
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Sudden at her castle's portal 

Knocks the pilgrim bold. 
There, alas I the tidings mortal 

To his hopesare told : 
" She you seek the veil hath taken. 

Is the bride of heaven ; 
Yesterday, the world forsaken, 

She to God was given." 

Then he leaves the halls for ever 

Where his boyhood grew, 
Sees again his stout arms never, 

Nor his war-horse true. 
From his hill-tower, mist-beclouded. 

He descends unknown, 
For his stalwart limbs are shrouded 

In a hair-cloth gown. 

And he builds a dwelling lowly 

In her neighbourhood ; 
Dusky glooms the convent holy. 

Thro' the lime-tree wood ; 



17 9titter Soggenburg 



^«^p^^^»k^>^ ' 



«^arrenb t>on beS SRorgenS Sid^te 
93{« in ZbznU @(^ein, 

Stille ^offnung (m Qt^tbU, 
@a^ er ba aOetti; 

S3Iicfte naif bem ^(ofler brfibeti/ 

S3({cfte ®tunbenlang 
iRacb bcm genjler fcfner gfeben, 

S3t$ baS %tn^tt Hang, 
93{d bte gteblic^e ftc^ jeigte. 

93{$ bad tbeure 93{Ib 
®i6) in'd Xl[)al l()erunter neigte, 

Stul^ig/ engelmUb. 

Unb bann Icgf er fro^ fid) nlcbcr, 

©d^Ilcf gctrSjlet e(n, 
©till ficb frcucnb, wcnn c8 wicbcr 

SRorgcn wurbe fcpn* 
Unb fo fag cr t)(clc Sage, 

@ag t)icl Sal^rc lang/ 
»^arrcnb ol^nc @c!^mcrj unb ^lagc, 

fdi^ baS ^enfler !(ang. 
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^k^^k^^W^^^^^^^V^^^^^^ 



Watching there from dawn's unclosing 

Till the sun was gone, 
Placid hope bis looks composing^ 

There he sat alone. 



Toward the convent ever gazing, 

Crazing hours full long. 
Till her hand the latch upraising, 

Sharp her casement rung ; 
Till in saintlike glory shining. 

There the dear one smiled. 
O'er the vale her glance inclining. 

Tranquil, angel-mild. 

Trustful then he rested sweetly. 

In deep slumber cast. 
Softly cheered to think how fleetly 

Mom would come at last. 
So he sat for days remaining. 

Years remaining long ; 
Waiting, patient, uncomplaining. 

Till her casement rimg : 



D 



i8 



glitter Soggenbuvg 



^^^^f^^^f^0^m^^^^^**^*^^^^ 



S3i8 bie gieblic^e ftc^ ^eigte, 

93(6 ba« t^eure JBilb 
@(cb in'd Z\)al \)tx\xntex netgte, 

gtul[)ig, engelmilb« 
Unb fo fa^ er, eine iziiit, 

(Sined SRorgend ba« 
9lacl^ bem %tn^zx nod^ boS bleid^K 

etiOe 2CntU(ii fa^. 



\ 



KNIGHT TOGGEKBURG i8 



%^^^^^^^0^0^f^^^^^*^*^*^*^^m 



Till, in saintlike glory shining. 

There the dear one smiled. 
O'er the vale her glance inclining, 

Tranquil, angel-mild : 
So he sat a corpse one morning, 

In the wonted place — 
Still toward her casement turning, 

Looked the pale calm face. 



D 2 



£)er suing pti yolplrateft 



(Sr ftanb auf feincS 25ad[)c8 Sinnen, 
iSr \6)a\xU mit t)evsnugten @tnnen 
Xuf baS bcftcrrfc^tc ©arnoS l&ln. 
„ ©lc« 2Cac9 Ifl m(r untcrt^anig/* 
S3egann er (u 2Ceg9))ten8 it6n(g/ 
„ ©cjlc^c, bag i* filucni* Mn." * 



„ ©u U\t bcr ®6ttcr ©unfl crfal()rcn ! 

£)ie t)ormaI$ beined ©leid^en wattn, 

@ic jwlngt icfet bcincS ©ccptert SRad^t 

Cod) (Siner lebt nocl[)/ fte ju r^c^en ; 

X>id9 lann mein !9lunb nic^t fjiixSlii) fpred^eti/ 

@o lang be« gdnbcS ^Cugc wac^t*" 




THE mm OF POLYCRATES 



(SCHILLB9) 



Upon his palace summit standing, 
O'er Samos wide beneath expanding, 

He gazeth with triumphant eye : 
" All this my sole command obeyeth," 
To Egypt's king he proudly sayeth ; 

" Confess how fortunate am I." 



" The gods their favour on thee shower. 
And these must own thy sceptre's power. 

Who late thy equals were below ; 
But one still watcheth to assail thee. 
And fortunate I cannot hail thee. 

So long as breathes thy mortal foe." 



■%- 



20 



2)er giing bed ^olpfrateS 

Unb t\)* ber it6n{g nocl() geenbet/ 
©a jlcHt fic^/ t)pn 9Ri(et gefcnbet, 
(S(n {Bote bem Xprannen bar : 
» 8a^, ^err 1 be* JDpfetS ©ufte flefgen, 
Unb mft be* gorbeerS muntern Sweigen 
{Befrdnje bit bein QhttUd) ^aax ! 



„ (Setroffen fan! befn geinb t)om ©peere ; 
SRtcb fenbet m(t bev frol()en 9Ral()re 
©efn treuer 2elbl()err |>ol9bor" — 
Unb nimmt au$ einem fd^n^ar^en S3ecfen 
^od) Mutig/ ju ber 93eiben Sd^etfen/ 
(Sin wol()Ibe!annte8 ^a\xpt \)tvoox* 



Cer it6n{g ttxtt ^urud mft ®rauen : 

J, T>oi) warn' (c^ b{(b/ bem ©litcf ^u txavan,'^ 

SSerfefet er m(t beforgtem JBlicf^ 

„©ebenr, auf ungetreuen SBeHen/ 

SSBie Iciest fann fie ber Sturm jerfd^ellen, 

©d^wimmt beiner glotte jweifelnb ®lucf»" 
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I 



And while the king is yet proceeding. 
Comes one from near Miletus speeding. 

And stands before the royal pair : 
" King ! bid thine altars smoke to heaven. 
With laurel vn-eath, to conquerors given. 

Encircle round thy godlike hair. 



*^ Pierced by a spear he sank before us ; 
Thy faithful servant Polydorus 

Sends me to tell thy foe is dead." 
Then to the kings in awe beholding. 
He shows, a bloody cloth unfolding. 

The well-knovm freshly severed head. 



Then Egypt's king shrinks back in terror 
** Beware 1 " he cries, " 'twere fatal error 

To deem thy fortune yet complete. 
Bethink thee ! on the treacherous waters 
Perchance even now a tempest scatters 

In ruin wide thy distant fleet." 



21 



X>tx sting bc« |>ol9trate$ 



ttnb e^' er noc^ baS SSort gefprod^n, 
^at (^n bev 3ubel unterbrod^n, 
SDer t)on ber Stbebe iaud^jenb fd^aUt 
9Rit fremben @c^a^en retc^ befaben 
Jtebrt iu ben l()eimif(!ben ©efiaben 
Set ®c^{ffe maflenreid^er SBalb. 



Der f 6niglid)e ®afi erflaunet : 
„£)ein ©lucl ifl \)t\xU gut gelaunet, 
£)od) f&rd^te feinen ttnbeflanb^ 
2)cr Ureter waffcnfunb'gc ©dfcaarcn 
S3ebrauen bicib mit itriegdgefabren ; 
©d^on nabe ftnb pc bicfcm ©tranb*" 



Unb eb' ibm nodb baS SSort entfallen, 
25a jiebt man'g t)on ben (Scbiffcn watlcn, 
Unb taufcnb (Stlmmen rufcn : „ @(cg ! 
aSon gcinbcSnotb ftnb mc bcfrcfct, 
2)ic Ureter f)at ber ©turm jcrjlrcuet, 
SSorbei, geenbct i|t ber ^ricg*" 
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And whilst he yet the words is speaking, 
From the near port he hears outbreaking 

A thousand tongues in joyous din : . 
As laden deep with foreign treasure, 
A wood of masts no eye can measure, 

The home-bound fleet sails proudly in. 



The royal guest amazed beholdeth : 
" To-day thy fortime steadfast holdeth. 

Yet on it not too much rely ; 
A mighty host of warlike Cretans 
Thy kingdom with invasion threatens, - 

Already must their ships be nigh." 



Scarce have his lips pronounced the warning, 
When from the port come numbers swarming, 
. A thousand voices *^ Victory I " cry 2 
*' Eejoice we, from our foes delivered ; 
A storm the Cretan ships hath shivered. 
The danger's past, the war gone by." 



22 jDet 9ling ^e$ ^ol^trated 

:DaS l()6rt bet ©aftfreunt^ mit (Sntfe^n ! 
nSunoAi()r/ id) mu^ bid^ glucflid^ fc^^^en, 
©0*, ftrlc^t er, hittf i* fur bcin |>cil : 
SRir grauet t)or bcr ©fitter SRcibc; 
©ed Sebend ungemifd^te %u\xii 
SSarb feinem 3rbif(ben ^u ZffziU 



jyTtixd) mix ifi MeS wo^Igeratl()en ; 
S3ei aUen meinen «^errfcl^ert^aten 
S3egle(tet mic^ bed «^immeld .^ulb ; 
2)oc^ l^att' id^ einen t\)tmtn dxhtn, 
Den nal()m mir ®ott/ ic^ fal() i^n fterbeti/ 
S>em ®(u(t beial()(t' id^ meine ®d^ulb» 



„2)rum, wiajl bu bld^ t)or geib bewa^ren, 
®o flel^e ju ben Unjic|)tbaren, 
Dag fte ium ®ludf ben ©cfemerj t)erlei^'n. 
9lod^ Meinen fa^ id^ fro^Iid^ enben, 
2Cuf ben mit immer t)oUett ^dnben 
2)ie ©fitter i^re ®aben jlreu'n* 
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The shuddering friend beholds astounded : 
" In sooth, thy fortune seems unbounded ; 

But yet the end I justly fear : 
I dread the envious wrath of Heaven, 
For never yet to man was given 

To be in all successful here. 



^' I, too, in all things have succeeded, — 
The gods have granted all I needed 

To prosper in my kingly state ; 
But, above all, my son I cherished,— 
They took him, in my sight he perished. 

And thus I paid my debt to fate. 



" Darkly the future o'er thee lowers : 
Oh ! supplicate the unseen Powers 

To bless thee with some instant woe. 
He cannot make a happy ending 
On whom,' in ceaseless stream descending. 

The gods' best gifts for ever flow. 



*^ Dcr Sling bcS ^olpfratc^ 



^0^0^^^0^^^^^^^^^^^*^^^^^^^^m 



,iUnb wenn'S bie ©fitter nii)t getDdJ^ren, 
@o ad^t' auf eine^ S^^u^^^^ Sel^ren 
Unb rufe felbf! ba§ Unglucf ^cr, 
Unb n)a$ t>on atlen beinen @ct)d^en 
2>e{n |)eri am j^fid^flen mag ergfi^eti/ 
®a3 nimm unb wlrf § fn biefe§ 9Rccr ! " 



Unb 3ener fprid^t, ^m gurd^t bcwcgct: 
„ SSon 3C(lem, toa^ bie Snfel l^eget, 
Sfi biefer Sling mein l^6cl^jie§ ®ut* 
S^n n)ia ic^ ben Srinnen n^ei^en, 
jDb {te mein ©lucf mir bann \)erieil^en/^ 
Unb n)irft ba$ Aleinob in bie %lnU 



Unb bei be$ ndc^ffen !!Sorgeng Sid^te 
I)a tritt mit fr6l^Ud)em ©eftd^te 
ein gifdjer \>ox ben giirjien l^in ? 
„ ^err, biefen gifd^ t)aV i6) gefangen, 
aSie fciner no4) in'6 SWel^ gegangen; 
2)ir jum ©efc^enfe bring' id^ il^n/* 
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^g^^m0t0t^t^^0^0*0*^*^^^*^^m 



€S 



And if the gods are slow to aid theo, 
Oh, let a friend's advice persuade theo,- 

Misfortune for thyself provide ; 
And what of all thine ample treasure 
Is most thy glory and thy pleasure. 

Take it, and cast in yonder tide." 



ft 



The other trembles, whilst replying : 
*^ Of all within this island l^'ing. 

This ring is dearest far to me ; 
This to the Furies consecrated, 
Perchance their vengeance may be sated,' 

He says, and casts it in the sea. 



The mom's first rays were scarcely glancing. 
When, with a joyous mien advancing, 

A fisher stands before the kings : 
** Behold this fish, its like for beauty 
I ne'er have caught ; — in humble duty. 

This gift to thee thy servant brings." 



24 ^er Sling bc§ ^ol^frateS 



^0^^0^^r^f^^^^^^^*^^^^^ 



Unb ate bcr «d* ben gifc^ icrtl[)eilet, 
jtommt er befiurit l()erbeigeeilct/ 
Unb ruft mit l()Dcl^crjiauntem JBHcf : 
9) @{el^/ ^m, ben Sting/ ben bu QztxaQtn, 
3^n fanb id^ fn be6 gifd&eS fKagen ; 
£), oW ©r^n^en tfl bein ®lucf I '' 



.^ier wenbet ftd^ bet ®afi mit ©raufen : 
,, @o fann id^ i^ier nid^t femer ^aufen^ 
SRein Sreunb fannfl bu ntd^t mittt fepn* 
X>xt ®itUx wollen bein SSerberben ; 
fjort eir id^, nid^t mit bir ju flerben/' 
Unb fprad^'d unb fd^iffte fd^nell {td^ ein« 
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The cook soon cutA the fish aBunder, 
Then hurries in, o'erwhelmed with wonder. 

And cries, " Behold thy misHing ring ! 
The ring I lately saw thee wearing, 
I found it whilst the fish preparing ; 

Thy fortune hath no bounds, king ! '' 



The guest shrinks back, quite horror-Htricken: 
"No longer on my friendship reckon, 

No longer dare I with thee stay. 
The gods are bent on thy undoing ; 
I fly lest I partake thy ruin,'* 

He says, and sails in haste away. 



THE MINNESINGERS 



%»^»<»»»»wMM^^>»^^ 



This is a really existiiig legend, though perhaps a foolish one. 
It seemed, however, an appropriate vehicle for the introduced 
translations. 



THE MIHHESIHGERS 

A legend of the Wartburg, containing; tnin}ilatinn«4 of 

Thb Kino of Thule, ^ 

Thi Habfeb's Sono, ) 

Thb Glovb, 



Thb Youth at thb Fovntaix, 






In his castle of the Wartburg, 
In the old Thuringian wood, 

The noble Minnesingers 

Before Count Hermann st<)o<L 

They came undaunted rivals, 
For a glorious prize to play ; 

But all save him who wins it 
A forfeit life must pay. 

There was Henry from Risbach, 
There was Walter fi*om Tlmrgau, 

And Biterolf, — to win or die, 
All these did bravely vow. 



K 
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And last in place and youn^i^st, 
But newly known to fame. 

Another nobler Henry 
Prom Ofterdingen canie. 

And now for this high tourney 
Is fitting audience met. 

Old Eeinmar and wise Wolfram 
To judge the strife are set. 



First, forth did Bisbaeh's Henry stand. 

An aged man was he. 
And deeply learned in all the lore 

Of Bimic minstrelsy. 

A moment 'mid the chords his hand 
Uncertain seemed to range, 

And then a low wild strain began, — 
'Twas sweet, but passing strange. 



E 2 
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Der ^ftnig in SK^ule 



S)cr ^6mcj in Sj;t)utc 

@d wax etn ^6mg in 3:()ule 
®ax treu biS an baS ®rab, 
Scm flerbcnb feine JBulf^le 
Sinen golbnen S3ec^er gab* 

& ding t^m nid^tg barubet; 
©r lecrf il^n jebcn ®:^mau§; 
IDie 3Cugen gingen i^m uber^ 
©0 oft cr tranf barauS* 

ttnb alS er fam ju jierbcn, 
2iW er feine ©tdbt' im Sleid), 
©ftnnt' Bfca feincm erbcn, 
S)en S3ect)er nid^t jugleid^* 



@r fa^ beim ^^niggmaj^lc/ 
2)ie Slitter urn il^n l()er, 
2Cuf l^ol^cm SSatcrfaale 
X)oxt auf bcm Qiilo^ am fSRccr* 



THE MINN£i$INGEIU< 



2? 



HENRY OF KISHACirS S()N(; 

There was a kin^ in Thuhs 
True to his latest breathy 
Whom one that loved him truly 
A gold cup gave at death. 

Nought like it did he treaijuro, 
Each day it was his draught ; 
His eyes o'erran their measure, 
So often as he quaffed. 

When life he felt was going. 
His cities he reckoned up ; 
All on his heir bestowing. 
But with them not that cup. 



He sat at a high festal, 
Brave knights around had he, 
Within his halls ancestral, 
In his castle by the sea. 



28 £)er^6n{g{n3;^ule 

Sort flanb ber alte S^d^cr, 
Zxanl lefetc gcbcnSglutt), 
Unb ttjarf ben ^cirgen JBed^er 
^inunter in bie %lutf)* 

(St faf) ibn jiurjcn, trinfen, 
Unb ftnfcn ticf in§ fWccn 
Die SCugen tl^aten il^m ftnfcn ; 
Xxanl nie einen Xropfen mel^r* 



THE MI.NNK:^IN(;EIt8 zS 

Up stood the brave old fellow. 
Drank up lifers latest glow, 
Then in the foaming billow 
Cast down the cup below. 

He saw it whirling — drinking — 
Sinking — down into the sea : 
His eyes, they too were sinking, — 
Drop never more drank he. 



Like an ebbing wave on a windless shore 

Died away the weird sound. 
Like a rising flood's tumultuous roar 

San the murmur of praise around. 

Count Hermann dashed aside a tear. 
And gazed on his fair Sopliie : 

** As loved that king his lady dear. 
So dearly love I thee." 
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But she turned a«ide her fvos of pritle, 
And she sat like a thiii<; of Htniie, 

For fain was she from all to hide 
The love she dared not own. 



Then Walter of Thur^u aroso, 

And smiled through his WHvin<r liair ; 

His ruddy cheek was like the rt>se, 
His brow unbent by oare. 

He touched his harp tu a livelier key. 
For camps and courts more fit, 

And he smiled^ as smiles the glorious Hoa 
When a sunbeam illumines it. 



30 ©crSdnger 



©er ©dnger 

SBaS l)5r' fd^ brau^en t>or bem a^t)or, 
SBaS auf ber JBrudfc fc^atten ? 
ga^ ben ©cfang t>or unferm Dt)r 
3m @aalc w{eberl)anen ! 
©er ^fimg fprac^'6, ber ^age tief ; 
S)er ^nabe tarn, ber ^onig rief : 
ga^t mir l^erein ben 2Ctten I 

©egru^et fepb mir, ebte »^errn, 

©egru^t i^r, fd^Sne 25amen ! 

JtBeld^ reld^er *&immel I ©tern bei ©tern ! 

SBer fennet i^re ^amtn'i 

3m ©aal t>oU 9>tac^t unb ^^errlic^feit 

©:^tie^t 2Cugen, euc^ ; bier ijl nic^t 3eit, 

Qii) flaunenb ju ergofeen* 

Der ©dnger brudff bfe 2(ugen ein, 
Unb fcfelug in \>olUn a^onen; 
S)ie JRitter fc^auten mut^)fg brein, 
Unb in ben ©c^oo^ bie ©J^Snem 
©er ^onig, bem baS gieb gefiel, 
gieg, ll^n ju el^ren fur fein ©piel, 
eine golbne Sicttz reid^en* 
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WALTER OF TIIUKC;Airs SOXC 

"Hark I — music scniiKls liefort- the j^atr, 
And on the bridge again ; 
So sweet, in this our hall of stati* 
Once more we'll hear that strain/' 
The king he spcake — the page he sptfd — 
The giiide he came — tht? king ht* said : 
" Lead in thsit minstrel old/' 

" Now greeting, greeting, nobles liigh ; 
Now greeting, lovely dames ; 
Star side by star, a glorious sky, — 
Oh I who shall name vour names I 
But soft ; in halls of pomp and power, 
! Close, daring eyes, — the present hour 

Is not for your delight/' 

i 

The minstrel closed his ardent eyes. 

And touched a" thrilling tone ; 

The knights looked bold and warrior- wise, 

I The dames looked modest down. ; 

I : 

I The king delighted with the lay, ' 

' Gave him for guerdon of his play 

I ^ I 

I A chain of precious gold. 



L 



3» Set ©dnger 

T}k gotbne ^ztU gieb mix nii)t, 
25{c ^ettc gieb ben JRittern, 
58or beren fubnem TCngefic^t 
©er gefnbe ganjen fplittern ; 
©ieb fie bem ^anjler, ben bu i)a\t, 
Unb la^ i\}n nod^ bie golbne gafl 
3u anbern gaflen tragen* 

3c^ finge wie ber 58oget ftngt, 
Der in ben Swefgen wo^net; 
©as gieb, baS auS ber ^e^le bringt, 
3ji go^n, ber reic^lic^ lo^net* 
X>oi) barf ic^ bitten, bit t' ic^ einS: 
ga^ mir ben beflen JBed^er SBeinS 
3n purem ®oIbe reidt)en. 

er fefet' i^n an, er tranl i^n auS : 

D Sranf t)oa fu^er gabe I 

S toof)l bem ^oc^begludften ^auS, 

SBo ba$ ifl fleine @aU I 

erge^t'S euc^ wo^l, fo benlt an mid), 

Unb banfet ©ott fo warm, alS ic^ 

Sur biefen S^runf euc^ banfe* 
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" Oh, not on me your chiiin of gold, 
But on your knights bestow, 
Who splinter in their onset 1m»M 
The hmces of the foe ; 
Give it your minister of state, 
And let him add this golden weight 
To all the rest ho bears. 



" I sing but aH the sweet bird sings, 
That sits upon the bough, 
The song that forth un])id<len springs 
For me is meed enow. 
Beg if I must^ this boon be mine, 
A single draught of glorious wine. 
Poured from a cup of gold." 

He took the cup, he drained it up : 
" Oh draught of rich delight ! 
Oh mansion blessed to every guest, 
)Miere such a gift is slight I 
Now, fare ye well ; yet think on me. 
And thank your God, as I thank ye. 
For this good wine to-night." 
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There was a siiiilt* on every fiico, 
Ere he had ceased his son*^, 

And many rose to do him ^nic(% 
And praised liim loud and lon<^^ 



But Biterolf, to break the pauses 
His prelude (|uick began^ 

He brooked no rival ]>ard's applause, - 
A jealous, scornful man. 

' Of woman's sins he lovetl to tell, 

Her wantonness or wile, 
I And tales of such he Kimg ri^lit well, 

I In ribald jester's style. 



And tho' he knew that presence high 

m 

Such license might not brook. 
Still watchful woman to decry 
A theme severe he took. 



33 Der JQani^i)\x^ 



SSor feinem gSwcngarten, 

©aS ^ampffpiel ju erwarten, 

©a^ ^Snig granj, 

Unb urn t^n bfc ©ro^en ber ^rone, 

Unb rings auf \)of)tm JBalfonc 

©ie S)amcn in fd^Snem ^ranj. 

Unb wic cr winft mit bem Singer, 

2(uf t\)ut jid^ ber weite Swinfl^^^/ 

Unb l&inein mit bebdd^tigem ©c^ritt 

©n Urn trftt, 

Unb fie^t fid) jfumm 

JRingS urn, 

9Rit langem ®af)mn, 

Unb f*uttelt ble SRd^nen, 

Unb ftretft ble ©tieber, 

Unb legt \ii} nieber^ 

Unb ber ^6nig winft wteber, 
2)a offnet fic^ bel^enb 
©n jweiteS S^or, 
©arauS rennt 
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BITEKOLK'S S()N(; 

In his guarded liou-oourt, 

To view the Ijattle sport. 

Sat Franz the kiiij^ ; 

The peers of his throne stotnl iii;^li. 

And aloft, on a gallery high, 

<>f ladies a lovely ring. 

He signs with his hand tu begin. 

And there opens a barrier wide ; 

And lo ! with majestic stride, 

A lion stalks in : 

Without a sound 

He glares around. 

He yawns his wide jaws. 

And he stretches his paws, 

Shakes his mane in his strengtli, 

And then lays him at length. 

And the king signs once more, 
And there openeth straight 
Another door ; 
Through the gat«. 



34 ©er ^ani\i)u1) 

9Kit wilbem ©prungc 

SBie ber ben gSttfcn erfd:rtut, 
JBruHt er laut, 
©d^lagt mit bem ©d^wcif 
ginen furcl)ttarcn JRcif, 
Unb redPet bie 8unge, 
Unb tm ^reife fc^eu 
Umgc^t er ben 8eu 
©rimmig f(^nurrenb; 
©rauf ftredPt er ftd[^ murrenb 
3ur ©eite nfeber* 

Unb ber ^Snig winft irieber, 

Ta fpeit baS boppett geSffnefe ^au§ 

3wci geoparben auf einmal au§, 

Die fifirjen mft mut^)ic(er ^ampfbegier 

2Cuf baS SEigert^ier; 

25a§ pait fie mit feinen grimmigen Safeen, 

Unb ber 8eu mit ©ebruH 

3li*tet jtc^ auf, ta wirb'S ftill, 

Unb l^erum im ^rei6, 
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Wildly bounding, 
A tiger outleaps. 
His ipar loud reHouiidiiig, 
He glares on his foe : 
Broad furrows he sweeps 
With his tail to and fn». 
And he dartA out his tongU(* ; 
Then, wavering and shy 
To the lion draws nigh, 
Fearfully howling ; 
Then stretches, low gn)wling, 
Be^de him along. 

And the king signs once more, 

And from two gates, that open fast, 

At once two leopards forth are cast ; 

In lust for battle fierce and rash, 

On the tiger they dash, 

Who gripes them with his fearful claws — 

But the lion, with deep roar, 

Rising, all grows still once more, 

And the monster brood, 



F 2 



35 2)et jQan\)\i}\xl) 



N^/^/^'N.'x r\.'-' 



aSon gKorbfud)t Ui^, 

gagern fid^ bie grduUd^en ^afeen* 

2)a fdUt t)on beS 2Cltan§ Sl^nb 
Sin ^anbfd^uft t)on fd^Sner ^anb 
Swifd^^n ben S^iger unb ben geu'n 
Wlitttn f)imxx{* 

Unb }u JRitter ©dorgeS fpottenber aSSeif 
SBenbet ftd^ grdulein ^unigunb: 
„^err Slitter, ijf eure ikV fo ^)ejg, 
SBie i^r mir'S fd)w5rt ju jeber ©tunb', 
Qi, fo l^ebt mir ben ^anbfd^ul) ouf!" 

Unb ber Slitter in fd^nedem 8auf 

©teigt ^inab in ben furd^tbar'n Swinger 

gWit feffem ©c^ritte, 

Unb auS ber Ungel^euer flRitte 

giimmt er ben ^anbfc^u^ mit fedPem ginger* 

Unb mit ©rffaunen unb mit ©rauen 
©el^en'S bie Slitter unb gbetfrauen, 



THE MINNKSINiiKK.** 



3S 



Athirst for blocxl, 

Lie waiting round iu awful pause. 

See from the gjillt-ry alH)ve 
A lovely hau<l lets fall a ^lovr : 
The tiger and lion l>etwixt 
It lies fixeil. 

And to Knight Delorgcs, with mocking air, 

The Lady Cunegonda turns : 

" Sir Knight, if your love so fiercely burns 

As to me every hour you swc*ar. 

Go fetch me yonder glovi^ away/' 



And the gallant knight makes no delay. 

But leaps into the feiu'ful den 

With dauntless mien. 

And from the monsters fell between 

Brings back, unharqied, the glove again. 

With wonder and terror that deed so bold 
The knights and the ladies on high behold ; 



$6 Der ^anbfcbu^ 

Unb gclaffen bringt er ben |)anbf(^ul) jurudP^ 
Za fd^allt i^m fcin gob auS jebcm flRunbe, 
. 2fbcr mit jdrtti^em giebcSblitf— 
5r t)er^ei^t f^m fein nabe« ©ludP — 
Smpfangt i^n ^rduletn ^untgunbe« 
Unb er wf rft f^r ben ^anbfc^ub in'S ©eftc^t ; * 
„ Den Danf, Dame, bege^r' ic^ nic^t," 
Unb t)erl(l^t fie jur felben ©tunbe* 



* Schiller wrote this line two ways : — 

„Unb er n>irft i^t ben «^anbfd)u^ in'd ®cfid)t," 
as in the text, and 

„ Unb ber SRitter fid) tief t>erbeu9enb fprid)t 5 " 

but the first is coarse, the second feeble. I have tried in some degree 
to combine the two. 
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But tranquil back ho l)riii<^.s thr ^lovr, 

While every tongue his praises speaks, 

To where, with tenderest glance <»f lovt*, 

That tells how nigh the l)liss he seeks. 

Fair Cunegond awaits her knight; 

But be drojM the glove, and he bends him low : " 

" Lady, your thsinks I wish not now," 

And from that hour forsakes her ([uite! 



The song wjis o'er, an<l none denied 
That 'twas a bold and liery strain ; 

Yet frowned the knights, the hwlies cried. 
They wished not for tlie like agiiin. 



But who is he, the youth with golden hair, 
At Reinniar's bidding slowly, humbly rising? 

His trembling hand, his lost, distracted air. 
Bespeak a trouble there is no disguising. 
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Can tbiB be he who bath already won 

Such envied place for skill in song and story ; 

His fame achieved ere manhood bad begun. 
The noble Henry, Ofterdingen's glory I 

Tis he ; but oh I how lost, how changed to-day, 
His spirit darkened, quenched his minstrel pride ; 

For she, the source and theme of ever}- lay. 

Before him sits — Count Hermann's haughty bride. 

Where they had met before, or how they loved. 
We may not know — the legend tells no more 

To us, to later, colder times removed, 

Save that they met — save that they loved before. 

A moment yet — his eyes were bent on earth, 
A moment yet — at her one glance he stole. 

Then touched the strings, and hurriedly poured forth 
The scarce articulate passion of his soul. 



38 2)er Sungling am a5ad)c 



"^/Ni* >^ ^^-S^X^X* "W S^^fSwir^ 



©cr Sungling am JBai^c 

2Cn bet £luette fa^ ber ^nabe, 

JBlumen waitb cr fic^ jum ^ranj, 
Unb cr fa\) fie fortgeriffen 

Xreiben in ber SBeUen Stanj^ 
Unb fo flk\)m meine Sage, 

SBte bie SlueUe taj!Iog ^tn ! 
Unb fo hUx6)tt meihe Sugenb, 

®ie bie ^rdnje fci^neU wrblu^'n ! 



graget nid^t, warum icfe traure 

3n beS 8eben6 S5lut]()enieit I 
JCIIeS freuet fi:^ unb boffet, 

S33enn ber Srubling fi:^ erneut* 
2Cber biefe taufenb ©timmen 

2)er erwadbenben SRatm 
SBedPen in bem tiefen SSufen 

Win ben fcl^weren Summer nur*^ 
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HENRY OF 0FTEKDIN(;EX'S S0N(; 



t By the fount a youtli woa 8ittiug» 

Flowers in garlands fine he wove, 
And he watched, on waves light dancing, 

Down the stream how fast they drove. 
" So," he cried, " my days are fleeting 

Like this restless fount away. 
So my blighted youth decaying 

As these garlands straight decay. 



" Ask not why in Life's glad morning 

I alone am found to mourn ; 
All is joyful, all is hopeful, 

When the days of Spring return. 
But the thousand tongues of Nature, 

Bousing to new life and glee, 
From this inmost heart awaken 

Only keener pangs in me. 



39 



Set Sdngling am f8ai)c 



S33a8 foU mir bic greube frommen, 

©ie bcr fcl)6nc genj mir beut? 
eine nur {fl'S, bfe id) fucl)e, 

@ie iji na\)' unb ewig weit* 
®el()nenb breit' icl) mcine 2Crmc 

9ladb bem t\)mxm @ci)attenbilt)/ 
2Ccb, id) fann e8 nicfet crreid)en, 

Unb bad ^txh bleibt ungeflittt! 



^omm ^crab, bu fcl)6ne »^oIbe, 

Unb t)etla^ bein floIjeS @d){og ! 
SBIumcn, ble ber geni geboren, 

©trcu' id) blr in bcincn @cI)oog, 
^oxi), bcr |)ain erfcl^allt \)on gicbern 

Unb bic ClueUe ricfelt flar! 
Slaum iji in bet fleinjlcn ^uttc 

%\xx ein glucflici) liebenb $aar* 
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"MTiat to me are all her rapturos, 

Or Rweet Spring, the bounte«»us )L(iver ? 
(Jne, one only, I am se(»kin<^. 

Near me still, vet distant ever. 
Still these arms, witli fruithfss lon<;in«(. 

Toward one cherished phantom strain ; 
Vainly all — I may n<»t reach it. 

And my woes unchanged remain. 



" Come I descend, tliou high-horn beauty, 
Leave behind those haughty towers ; 

See me for thy bosom wreathing 

Spring's first -blooming, fairest flowers. 

Hear the grove with songs resounding, 
Hear the fountain warbling clear ; 

j Neath the humblest roof is shelter 

I I 

I 



For a fond and happy pair." 
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Sweet were the words, and pansiug sweet the ftir, 
But faltering, tuneless, weak the voice that sang ; 

Surprise and pity touc}ie<l all listeners then*, 
And faint and few their hrief jipplauses rang. 



'Twafl silence all, for now their doom 
The judges must .at last pn»ch\im ; 

For three it opes the fatal tomb, 
For one it lirings undying fame. 



Then Wolfram rose^ of men most wise 

In magic find in minstrel lore ; 
Youth's fire was gleaming in his eyes, 

Though age had ])lanched his temples hoar : 

" Well have ye sung, my brothers dear, 
And worthy of your high renown ; 

Alas ! the doom we utter here 

To one alone must grant the crown.'" 



THE MlNXP:S!lX<iKKS 4: 

"Well have ye Run|^, in varied strain. 

The constaiify to death enduring, 
The dauntlesH knight's serene disdain, 

The lover's pangs past hc)p<» or curing. 

"Yet most in one tlie poet's art. 

The minstrel's skill alike combine. 
To charm the ear, to touch the heart ; 

So, Walter of Thurgau, the prize is thiin/" 



Night came ; the moon in a sickly shnnul 

Was veiled, and the autumn wind blew loud, 

And howled like a dirge through the dimgeon grating 

Where the three were met, their death awaiting. 

The warders had shrunk from the rampart wall, 

I For they thought they heard the were-wolf call ; 

The clock had sounded the midnight hour, 

I \\Tien there gleamed a light in Count Hermann's tower, 

i And down the staircase it winded fast. 

And a footstep quick the portal past, 

i 

' And a light hand turned the dungeon key ; 

I • 

i Alas for her lord I — 'tis the fair Sophie. 



c 
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Mom came^ and with inoriiingV carlicHt light 
' Thousands arose' fur the niournfiil night - 

! To look on the three who were to die 

The death of tlie vamiiiished in niiiiHtrelsy. 

On the scaffold the headstnan took his staiHl, 
I And reared the axe in his strong right hand ; 

And the guard marclied forth, solemn and slow. 

The victims to seek fur the gloomy show ; 

But the dungeon was open, the inmates fl(*d, 

And Count Hermann woke on a widowed IxmI. 



a 2 



;&eutfc^et ^axna^ 



ttntet bicfcn 

Xuf ben aSiefen, 

Tin ben frifc^ien 

SSafferfaOen, 

SReineS gebenS ju geniegen/ 

®ab 2Cpon bent b^itern ^naben ; 

Unb fo f)ahtn 

3R{(b, im ©tiflcn, 

9la4) bed dotted bob^m aSiUen, 

»^ebrc gRufen auferjogen, 

Xud ben b^Hen 

@{Iberqueaen 

De8 ^amaffuS micb erquicfet, 

Unb bad teufcbe tetne ^tegel 

Xuf bie 8ipj)ett mir gebrucfet. 



THE GBRMAH PARHASSUS 

(oobtub) 



Beneath the Bhadow 

Of laurel bushes. 

And on the meadow. 

And by the rill, 

Where the waterfall freshly gushes, 

Apollo gave to live in joy 

To me a happy boy ; 

And here, in peace profound and still. 

Fulfilling thus the god's high will, 

Ye reared me, sacred Nine ; 

The bright and silvery foimt 

Of this Parnassian mount 

Ye gave me free to taste. 

And pressed upon these lips of mine 

Your signet pure and chaste. 



44 Deutfc^er fJarnaf 

^ — . ^^ ^^^^ — .— ^_ 

Unb ^te 9?ad)ttga(l umfreifet 
SHid^ mtt bem befd^eibnen SP^uqel. 
^icT in Sufc^cti/ bort auf Sdumen. 
giuft ftc We tjetwanbte SRenge, 
Unb tie l^tmmlifc^n ®efange 
Se^ren mi(^ loon Siebe traumen. 

Unb im «^er)eti toac^fl bte ^uHe 

^er gefedtg ebleti Xriebe, 

9labrt fid^ greunbfc^nft, feimct giebe, 

Unb 3Cpoa belebt bte @tille 

©elner Scaler, feinet JQif)in\ 

@uf e laue 8ufte n>eben : 

2C(Ie/ benen er gen^ogen/ 

SBetben mdc^tig angejogen 

Unb ein SbUr folgt bem anbern* 



Diefer fommt mft munterm SBefen 
Unb mit offnem 1)zitnm SBlicfe; 
2)iefcn fel&' (cl) etnjier wanbcln; 
Unb cin JCnbrer, faum genefen, 
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The nightingale, with timid wings, 

Bound me ever flits and sings ; 

From neighbouring bower, from distant wood. 

She calls her kindred multitude — 

StriJns divine they pour, and move 

All my soul to dreams of love. 

And our rapture-swelling bosoms 
High and social feeling fills ; 
Friendship ripens and love blossoms, 
And his valleys and his hills 
Silent glow with life intense 
In the presence of Apollo. 
Softly, warmly breathes the air, 
All whom he hath loved appear ; 
Drawn by potent influence. 
Votary still doth votary follow. 

This one comes with aspect cheering, 
And an open, joyous mien ; 
That strays on with gloomy bearing. 
This hath long distempered been, 



45- ©eutfcbcr ?)arnag 

giuft We dtc ^raft juriicfe; 

©cnn Ibm brang burc^ 9J?arf unb geben 

X>it t)erberb(ic^ ^olbe Stamme, 

Unb wa6 2(mor ibm cnrwenbet, 

iCann TCpoU nur tpiebergebett; 

JRul^' unb gujl unb ^armonien 

Unb cin Nftlg rem iSBeflreben* 



2Cuf; i^r iSBruber 

e^rt We gfeber ! 

@ie jtnb gletcb ben guten Zi)aU^* 

SBer fann beffer a(S ber ©dnger 

©em t)erirrten greunbe ratl^en? 

SSirle gut; fo wirffl bu Idnger 

2CW e6 9Kenf4)en fonjl t)erm68en. 

Sa! tdb ]()6re fie t)on weiten: 
3a! fie greifen in bfe ©aiten 
•?Ktt gewalt'gen ©itterfcfeldgen 
JRufen jie ju fHii)t unb ^flic^)ten 
Unb ben^egeu/ 
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But reyived since here he came. 

He summons his old skill again : 

For him the sweet destructive flame 

Of Love had pierced thro' heart and brain ; 

And that which Love hath stoPn can never 

Betum, but by Apollo's grace. 

Soft harmonies and joy and peace^ 

And the ntrength of pure endeavour. 

Then, brothers, you 

Grive honour due 

To songs, for like good deeds are they. 

Who can better than the singer 

Counsel the friend that's gone astray ? 

And do but good, thy deed shall linger 

When other men's have passed away. 

List ! I hear them from afar. 

List I The thrilling chords they smite. 

And the tones that follow are 

Strong as a god's in might. 

Of right and duty they rehearse. 



46 Seutfd^et^atna^ 

SSBfc ftc jingcn, wic fie btc^tcn, 
. 3uni crl^abenflen ©efc^afte, 
3u ber JBilbung atlcr ^rafle* 



2Cuc^ bte'^olben ^l^antaficn 

iSBlu^en 

JRingS um^er auf alien Sweigcn, 

Die jic^^ balbe, 

SBSie im ?)olben S^ubcrwalbe, 

aSoller golbnen gruc^te beugcn* 

SSBaS wir ful^len, wa$ wir fcfeauen 
Sn bent ganb ber ^Sd^jlen SBSonne, 
©iefer iSBoben, biefe ©onne, 
godPet audb bfe bejien gtauen* 
Unb t)et ^aud) ber lieben SfRufen 
aSecft bea 9Rabc^)ena jorten iSBufen, 
©timmt bie Stc\)U jum ©efangc, 
Unb mit fc^^Sngefarbter SBange 
©inget jie fd)on wurb'ge gieber, 
@cfet ftc^) iu ben @cl)n)eflern nieber, 
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And excite 

By their song and their verse, 
To the deed that loftiest towern. 
To the building of all powers. 

Here, too, bloom fairest phantasies, 
I Like flowers. 

Round about on all the trees, 

I 

And sudden these. 
As in some fine enchanted wood, 
I Bend with ripe fruit golden-hued. 



I /1.UU iiic urt;utii ui vuc ut;a,r itluhus I 



What we feel and what we view 
In this land of joy transcendent. 
This fair eai'th, this sun resplendent. 
Lures sweetest woman too. 
And the breath of the dear Muses 
Through maiden's bosom softly fuses. 
Fills her throat with music gushing. 
Lights her cheek divinely flushing ; 
Songs she pours sublime and holy. 
Seats her near the sisters lowly. 



I 



I 



47 Dcutfcfcer ^arnag 

Unb t$ pngt t)ic fd)6ne ^ctte, 
3art unb jarter, urn bie SBBcttc* 

Sod^ bie eine 

®ebt alleine/ 

iSBei ben iSBuAen, i 

Unter ginben, 

Dort ju fuAcn, 

Sort ju ftnben/ 

SBaS tm fltUen ^orgenbaine 

2Cmor fcfcalfif^ i^r entwenbet, 

3l^re« ^erjenS l^olbe ©HUe, 

3M aSufenS erjic guUe^ 

Unb ftc trdget in bie grftnen 

©cbattenwdlber, 

®a$ bie ?Wanner nic^^t t)erbienen, 

3^re liebliAen ®efti|>le ; 

@dt)euet nic^t bed Xaged @c^n>ule; 

TlifM nxi)t bed 2Cbenbd StixW 

Unb mliert ftc^ in bie gelber* 

Stirt fie ni^t auf i^ren SBBegen ! 

SKufe, ge^* i^r jiiU entgegen ! 



X 
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In rival strain a lovely ring. 

Sweet, and yet more sweet they sing. 



17 



Yet, yonder one 

Strays all alone, 

The beeches behind, 

The lindens under. 

There to seek, there to find. 

What roguish Love 

Did from her plunder 

In the silent eastern grove, — 

The early peace her bosom stilling, 

The holy calm her bosom filling, 

And that which man can never merit, 

A loving and most gentle spirit. 

She shroudeth in the greenwood shadows, 

Shunneth not the noontide bright, 

Heedeth not the dews of night. 

Lost amid the lonely meadows. 

Hence, intruders, come not near her ! 

Muses, go and softly cheer her ! 



1 
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Scutfcbet ^arnag 

Do* xoa^ W t*? SBcld) cin @*aa ^ 

Uefcerbrauf't ben SBajTerfaU ? 

©aufet l^eftig burd^ ben ^ain? 

SBSeld^)' efn garmen, welcbeS ©c^rei'n? 

Sji e« mSglic^, fet)* Id) rec^t? 

6tn t)ern)egene$ ©efd^lec^t 

©ringt ln$ ^eiligtl^um tjerein^ 

^ier l^ewor 
@tr6mt ein S^orl 
giebedwutt), 
SBetneSglut^, 


1 




JRaPt Im 85Ucf, 




1 
1 

I 

I 

1 
1 


@tri!ubt bad ^aar ! 
Unb bie @dt)aar 
9Rann unb SSSetb — 
aigetfell 

@(i[)la8t um^er— 
£)^ne ©c^^eu 
Beigt ben geib* 
Unb gjjetaa 




1 

1 

1 


JRaul^er @c^)aU 


1 
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But what hear I ! What a shout 
O'er the waterfall rings out I 
Hotly thro' the wood come streaming, 
What a storming, what a screaming I 
See I right, then ? — can it be ? 
An audacious company 
Bursts into our sanctuary. 

Hark ! before us 
Streams their chorus ; 
Drunken gladness, 
Lustful madness, 
With frantic stare 
And bristling hair. 
Youth and maid, 
Disarrayed, 
In tiger-skin, 
Onward pass. 
With bodies bare, 
And the din 
Of sounding brass 
Rends the air. 



49 ©eutfd)cr ^axna^ 

®rcUt ln$ Dbr. 
SSSer pe ^)6rt 
SSSitb gefJort- 
^icr lE)crt)or 

2CacS flic^)t, 
2Ber (le jie^t* 

3C*, bie SBufc^c Tmb gefnicft! 
%i), bie iSBlumcn finb erjHcft 
aSon ben @oWcn biefcr SSrnU 
SBer begegnet ibrer SButl)? 

aSrfibcr, lagt un« 2Cae6 wagcn ! 

Sure reinc SSSangc 8lu^)t/ 

^l^SbuS Wlft jie unS t)eria9cn, 

SSScnn cr unfre @(i[)mcrjen fiel)t; 

Unb unS SBaffen 

3u t)crfc|)affcn, 

@d)uttert er bc$ ©ergcS SBipfcI, 

Unb t)om ®ipfel 

^raJTeln ©teinc 

Surc^^ bie ^aim. 
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"WTio c4n hear them 
And not fear them ? 
Nearer o'er us 
Swells the chorus ; 
All who see 
Trembling flee. 



Ah I the leaves about are thrown. 
And the flowers are trodden down 
By the wild rout's ruSian feet : 

m 

Who their frantic rage will meet ? 

Brothers, let us venture life ! 

Courage in your glances glows, 

Phcebus self will aid the strife 

When our bitter pains he knows ; 

And for arms 

In our^ alarms. 

Hark ! the mountain: tops are crashing, 

From above. 

Through the grove, 

DowiX the broken rocks come dashing. 



H 
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^ ©eutfd)ct ^arnag 

iSBrubct, fagt fie mdd^tig aufi 

©c^lofcnrcgen 

©tromc bfefcr JBrut cntgcgcn, 

Unb t)crtreib' au§ unfern mttbcn 

^tmmclrcinen guftgefilbcn 

2)iefc grcmbcn, blcfe SBilbcn ! 



S>t>i) tt?a§ fe^' id)? 

3jl ea mSgli*? 

Unertraglid^ 

gd^rt eS mir burc^ atte ©liebct, 

Unb bie ^anb 

©infet t)on bcm ©d^wunge nieber^ 

Sfl es mSglid)? 

^eine gtemben I 

Unfre ©ruber 

Seigen il^nen felbjl bie SBege ! 

£) bie %xzd)tnl 

SSSie fie mit ben ^lapperWedben 

®elbfl t)orau§ im Saf te jie^n ! 

®ute aSruber, lagt un§ flie^nl 
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Brothers^ seize them I Let the storm 

Like hailstones fall 

Thick, fast, on all. 

Who oar Paradise deform ; 

Let it pour until we chase 

From the pure and holy place 

This imfriendly savage race. 

But see, — oh, see ! 

And can this be ? 

No more I may withstand ; 

Thi-ough all my limbs strange tremors go. 

And my raised hand 

Sinks down in very act to throw. 

And can it be ? 

No strangers they 1 

Our brethren, see. 

Point out themselves the way. 

Oh ! men profane and rash. 

They come, their cymbals clash 

Before their close array ; 

Hence, gentle friends 1 we must away. 



H 2 



5» ©eutfcher ?)arnap 

^od^ ein SSSort )u ten SSemegnen ! 
3^/ ein SQ3ort foil eud^ bcgegnen, 
^raftig tt)fc ein Donnerfd^lag^ 
SQ3orte finb be$ ©Icfetera SBaffen; 
SBill ber ®ott ft:^ Stecfet t)erfd)affen, 
golgen feine ^felle nad^* 

SSar i& m5gltd)/ eure ^ol^e 
©Stterwurbe 

3u t)er8eJTen ! Sfl ber rot)e 
©d^were S^prfu^ feine iSBurbe 
gut bfe ^anb, auf jarten g^aiten 
9lur gen)5l()net j^intugleiten ? 
2(u6 ben Karen aSSaJTetfallen, 
3(u§ ben jarten 9ttefelwellen 
Xrantet i^r 

®ar @tlen$ abfc^eultcb Xf)ier? 
^ort entweil^t eg 2Cganlppen 
2Rit ben rbl^en breiten Sippen, 
@tam))ft mit ungef4)icften ^h^zn, 
S3B bte aSellen trube flie^en* 
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Yet one word to tbis bold band ! 
Yea, one word shall bid ye stand 
Like a thunderstroke in might. 
Words are weapons to the bard ; 
The God will vindicate his right, 
Even now his arrows are prepared. 

Have ye then — oh ! can it be. 
Your high and holy dignity 
So utterly forgot? 
This rude thyrsus, will it not 
With its heavy burthen tire 
A hand umised to aught beside. 
Save o'er the tender-stringed lyre 
With gentle touch to glide ? 
And by yon clear waterfall, 
Showering dewdrops soft and small. 
Have ye then the heart to feast 
Old Silene's abhorred beast ? 
See, with rough and blubber lip he 
Desecrates our Aganippe, 
Stamping with unwieldy tread 
On the muddied fountain's bed.. 



5? ©cutfd)et ^arnag 

£) tt)fe mii)V xi) gem mtdb laufd^en; 
3Cber @d)merjen ful)lt ba§ £)f)r; 
2(uS ben feufd)en 
^cH'gen ©d^atten 
©rtngt \>zxf)a^Uv Son Ifienjon 
SBilb ®ela*ter 

@tatt ber Stcbc fugem SBaljn ! 
SBeiberl)afTer unb aSerad)tcr 
@timmen ein Srium)){)Ueb^an» 
Slad^tlgatt unb XixxM fltcl^cn 
2)a§ fo leufd) ixtoaxmtc 9lefl, 
Unb in wutl&cnbem grglul&en 
^dlt bet gaun bie Ulpmp^c fefl^ 
^let wirb ctn ©ewanb jcrrf ffcn, 
£)em ®enuffc folgt bcr ©pott, 
Unb iu it)ren fred)en ^iffen 
8eu(i[)tet mit aSerbru| ber ®ott. 

3a, id^ fcl^e fd^on t)on weiten 
SBoIFenjug unb £)unfl unb Siani)* 
SH\i)t bie geler nur ^at ©aiten, 
©atten bat ber aSogen aud^. 
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Oh ! were this but a dream alone ; 
But new pangs the ear invade — 
From the chaste and holy shade 
Comes a more detested tone. 
Laughter savage and inhuman, 
Stead of Love's bewitching voice, 
All that hate and scoflf at woman 
In triumphant song rejoice. 
Nightingales and turtles fly 
From their warm and bashful nest. 
Whilst in lustful ecstasy 
Clasps the faun the nymph comprest. 
What a rout of garments torn 1 
Mockery follows ravished blisses. 
And our god, with angry scorn, 
Beams upon their wanton kisses. 



Yea ! he comes ! from far he brings 
Mist and cloud of lurid glow : 
Not the lyre alone hath strings, 
Strings too are there for the bow. 



53 ©eutfd^er ?>arna^ 

©elbfl ben JBufen t>eS 83ercl)rerS 
©d^uttcrt baS gewalt'ge 9la^n, 
®enn bie glamme be$ SSerljeererS 
^unbet {l()n \)on n>etten an* 
D \)cmel()mt nod^ mefne ©timme, 
SJleinet gicbe JBruberwort ! 
%lizUt \>ox M ©ottcS Orimme, 
eilt auS unfcrn ©ranjen fort ! 
2)a^ fte wfcbcr ^cilig werbe, 
genf t ftinwcg ben wilbcn 3w9 ^ 
SSielen iBoben \)at bie @rbe 
Unb un^eiligen genug* 
UnS umleuc^ten teine ©terne, 
^wt nut ^at baS Sble SBert^* 



Sod) wenn i^r au6 xavif)zx gerne 
SBteber einfl ju un§ begel()rt^ 
SBenn eud^ nld^tS fo fe^r beglucfet, 
206 was i^t bei un6 erprobt, 
Sud^ nic^t me^r ein ©piel entiudfet, 
25aS bie ©d^ranfen ubertobt; 



But if in climes remote and rude 
Ye feel for this a thirst renewed ; 
If nought on earth can yield a pleasure 
Like that ye knew one moment here; 
And if a mirth that passeth measure 
No more your altered hearts can cheer, 



THE GERMAN PARNASSUS 53 I 

Even the soul of profanation ! 

At his mighty coming fears, 

I 

For the flames of desolation 

I 

Move before him, harbingers 1 ! 

Yet, oh 1 yet my warnings heed — 

Warnings that from love proceed — 

Flee the God's indignant hate. 

Quit our sacred confines straight ; 

Lead away this savage train, 

That they may be pure again ; 

For ye there is space on earth 

Elsewhere of unhallowed ground, — 

This pure stars alone surround. 

Here the good alone has worth. 



[ 

54 2)eutfd)er ^axna^ 

^omnit al§ gute ?>i(9er wict)cr, 
&Mi^t frol() ben JBerg ^crnn; 
Siefgefu^lte Keuelicbcr 
^unbcn unS bfe JBruber an, 
Unb ein neuer ^xanfi umn>inbet 
Sure ©c^ildfe fcierlid)* 
SBenn ftd^ bet SSetfrrte finbet, 
Steuen alle ®6tter jt j)« 
@d)nener noc^ al§ &et^e§ Slut^en 
Urn bet Sobten fliUeS »f)auS, 
gofc^t ber glebe ^el^ ben ®uten 
Sebe6 gel()(S grinntung au§* 
2(Ue§ et(et euc^ entgegen 
Unb i^r fommt \>zxllaxt \)^.xan, 
Unb man fle^t urn euren ©egen; 
S^r 9el)6tt un§ boppelt an! 
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In pilgrim guise return again, 

With joy the sacred hill ascend, 

And each^ in penitential strain, 

Proclaim he comes a sorrowing friend. 

A garland fresh shall then be thrown 

Around your temples solemnly : 

If erring man his error own, 

Joy even mid the gods must be. 

Quicker than Lethe's floods that stray 

Along the dim Tartarean shore, 

The cup of Love will wash away 

Remembrance of all faults before. 

All to welcome ye are pressing ; 

Ye come absolved to our bowers, 

And men shall humbly ask your blessing. 

For ye are doubly ours. 



SRignon 



I. 

i(ennfl bu baS iani, wo bie (Sittonen blu^n^ 
3m bunlein gaub bie ©olb^JDrangen c/iix^^n, 
Sin fanfter SSinb \)om blauen ^immel tvi\)t, 
X>k SRprte jWI unb ^od^ ber gorbcer fie^t, 
itennji'bu.eS wo^il? 

3R6d^t' (cl) mft bfr, o mein (Selicbter, jU^n* 

itennjl bu baS ^au§ ? 3Cuf @dulen x\x\)t fefn 2)acl^. 
66 gldnji ber ©aal, eS fcfcimmert ba§ ®emac^, 
Unb 3Warmotbilbet (tel()n unb U^n mic^ an : 
3Sa6 hat man bfr, bu arme§ Jtinb, getl^an? 
^ennji bu eS wol^l? 

T>a^n\ £)at)tn 
3R6^t' ic^ mit bir, o mein S3efcl)&feer, iltf)n. 



THE SOHGS OF MIGHOH 

(oobthk) 



I. 

KNOW'ST THOU THE LAND 

Know'st thou the land where sweet the citron blows, 
Mid dusky leaves the golden orange glows, 
A soft wind breathes from out the deep blue sky. 
The myrtle grows unscathed, the laurel high ? 
Know'st thou that land ? 

^ There with thee, there. 
Oh ! my beloved, how I long to fare. 

Know'st thou the house? the roof on columns tall. 
The gleaming chamber and the glancing hall ; 
The marble fbrms that stand and gaze on me, 
" What have they done, thou poor, poor child, to thee ? " 
Know'st thou that house ? 

There with thee, there, 
Ohl my, preserver, how I long to fare. 
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itennji t»u ben JBerg unb feinen SBolIcnjleg? 
2)a8 aJlault^f er fud^t f m SRebel feinen SBeg ; 
Sn ^i\)Un wo^nt ber T)rai)tn alU JBrut; 
es fturjt ber geK unb uber i^n bic glutb* 
i(ennfl bu i^n wo^l? 

Dal^in! 2)a^in 
©e^t unfer SSegl o SSatet, (a^ un$ jie^n! 

II. 

^ei^ mic^ nid^t teben^ ^et^ mid) fi)xotiQm, 
©enn mein ©e^eimnif fji mir ?)flict)t; 
Sd^ mJc&te bfr mein ganjeS Snnre jeigen, 
XOein baS e^idfal will e§ nid^t. 

3ur red^ten 3eit t)ertteibt ber ©onne gauf 
2)ie pnfhe 5Radbt, unb fte muji ^6) erbeflen; 
2>er l^arte gelS fd^lieft feinen S3ufen auf, 
SJliJiginnt ber (grbe nic^t bie tieftjerborgnen Cuettcn* 

(gin ieber fud^t im 2Crm ber greunbe fRnf), 
Dort !ann bie S3rufl in ^lagen ftdb ergie^en; 
Ttflein ein ©d^wur brudff mir bie gippen ju, 
Unb nur ein ®ott tjermag fte aufjufc^liefem 
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THE SONGS OF MIGNON 

Know'st thou the hill? the bridge that vapours shroud, 
The mule that seeks his pathway through the cloudy 
The cavern haunted by the dragon's brood. 
The headlong rock worn by the headlong flood ? 
Know'st thou that hill ? 

Our way lies there ; 
Then on our way, oh father 1 let us fare. 
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11. 

Bid me not speak — my thought concealing. 

As duty bids, mute let me be : 
Oh 1 I would show thee every inmost feeling. 

But that my fate permits not me. 

In season due the sun's resistless might 

On darksome night illuming radiance forces ; 

The rock gives up its stony depths to light, • 

And yields to earth at last the deep-hid foxmtain sources. 

In friendly arms all seek confiding rest. 

For there the heart finds comfort in bewailing ; 

But on my lips a sealing vow is pressed. 
None but a God to open them availing. 
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III. 

©0 la^t mfd^ fd^cinen, big id) wcrbc, 
ZW mir bad tvet^e Jtleib nid^t aug ! 
Scf^ eUe \)on bcr fc^inen (grbc 
•^Inab in jeneS fefle ^auS* 

©ott rul^' id) cine fleine Stitte, 
©ann 6ffnet ftcl) ber frifc^e JBlicf; 
3^ laffe bann bic reine •^uUe, 
Sen ®uttel unb ben Stvani jurficF* 

ttnb iene ^immlifd^en ©efiatten 
@{e ftagen nid^t nadt) ftRann unb SBeib; 
Unb fetne iUeiber^ !e{nc ^alten 
Umgeben ben wrlldrten geib. 

3wrtt lebt' ii) o\)m ©org unb SRu^e, 
X>o6) fu^lf fd) liefen ©cJ^metj gcnung* 
SBor Jtummet alUxV 16) ju fru^e; 
fSRad^t mici) auf ewig n>ieber iung» 
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III. 

Such let me seem till such I grow. 
Take not away my robes of white ; 

From this fair earth I quickly go 
To yonder prison-house of night. 

There for a little space I rest. 
Till dawns a fresher, purer day. 

And then I cast the spotless vest. 
The girdle, and the wreath away. 

Woman or man in yon blest sphere 
Alike in semblance shall abide ; 

No robes, no mantling folds may there 
Obscure the body glorified. 

I lived uncaring for the morrow. 
Yet felt enough of bitter pain. 

Too early grew I old with sorrow, — 
Make me for ever young again. 



(Srlfonig 



SBcr reltct fo fpdt burc^ ^aijt unb SBinb? 
es ffi ber 58flter mit feincm 5:inb; 
(Sr l^at ben ^naben wobl in bem 2Crm, 
(gr faji i^n ftd^er, er \)aU i^n voaxm^ 

3Rein ©oH w«8 bitgji bu fo bang bcin ®efid)t? 
©lel^ft, aSater, bu ben (grlfinig nfc^t? 
©en (grlenfinlg mit ^ron' unb ©d^weif ?— 
gjlein ©o^n, e« ift ein SReberftrcif. — 

„Su (iebe^ ^inb, fomm, ge^ mit mirl 
„ ®ax fd^Jne ©piele fpier (d^ mit bir ; 
„ SRand)* bunte JBIumen ftnb an bem ©tranb I 
„9Reine SRutter ^at mand^' golbnen ©ewanb*" 



THE EHL KIHG 

(oobthe) 



-•o^ 



Through night and wind who so late rides on ? 
The father it is, with his little son ; 
He folds the child in his sheltering arm. 
He holds him fast, and he keeps him warm. 

" Why hide so thy face, my son, in fear ? " 
" Seest thou not, father 1 the Erl-king there ? 
The Erlen-king with his mantle and crown I " 
^* It is but a wreath of mist, my son." 

" My darling child ! come with me away, 
Nice pretty plays we together will play ; 
There are blooming flowers on yonder shore. 
There are garments of gold in my mother's store." 
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59 (grifinig 

3Rein SBater, mcin SSater, unb l()6re(t bu nfd^t, 
SBaS ericnfinig mfr Icife tjcrfprid^t? — 
@e9 rul()iS/ bleibe ru^tg/ mein ^tnb; 
Sn burren JBWttern faufelt bcr SBinb*— 

„8Bfaji, fciner XnaU, bu mlt mfr gc^n? 
„ 3Wef ne SEic^ter fotlen blc^ warten fc^Jn ; 
„ SReine Zii)Ux ffib«n ben ndc^tlid^en Slel^n, 
„ Unb ttriegen unb tanjen unb ^tngen bic^ ein/* 

SReIn SSater, mein SSater, unb ftel()ji bu nlc^t bort 
(grlWnfgS Zbd)Ux am buftcm £)rt?— 
SRein ©oH «^^f" ©oH '^ W ^8 genau; 
es fd^einen bfe alten SQBcfben fo grau^— 

„34l licbe blc^, mid^ reixt beinc fc^one ©cftalt; 
„ Unb blfi bu nlc^t wf Kg, fo brauc^' i^ ©ewalt"- 
SRein SBater, mein aSater, jcfet fa^t er mfc^ an! 
(grllinlg \)at mfr ein geibS getban!— 

®em SSater graufet'S, er reHet gefcbwinb, 
6r l^a(t in Tlxmtn iai ad^jenbe Ainb/ 
(Srreic^t ben ^of mit fSRu^e unb SRot^; 
Sn feinen JCrmen ba§ \ftinb war tobU 



THE ERL-KING 
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" Oh father, father ! and dost thoii not hear 
What the Erl-king whispers so low in my ear ? " 
" Rest thee, rest thee, my child I 'tis but the breeze, 
The dry leaves shaking from off the trees." 

" My beautiful child ! if thou'lt go with me, 

My daughters are waiting to tend on thee ; 

My daughters their nightly revel keep. 

To rock thee, and dance thee, and sing thee to sleep." 

*' Oh father, father ! and seest thou not 
The Erl-king's daughters in yon dim spot ? " 
*' My son, my son I I mark what you say — 
It is but a willow-tree, old and gray." 

" I love thee ; thy beauty allures me so. 
That if thou'rt unwilling, by force thou shalt go." 
" My father, my father ! he grasps me tight. 
He hath hurt me sore in his cruel spite." 

The father shudders and jEeist rides on. 
He clasps in his arms his moaning son ; 
He reaches his home in grief and dread ; — 
But within his arms the child lay dead. 



Die SSraut t)on itorintft 



itam ein Singling, ioxt nod) unbcfannt* 
Sinen JBurger l()ojft' er jid^ gewogen; 

* 

SSeibe SSdter waren ga|lt)erwanbt, 

^atttn frul^e fc^on 

SE&d)terci)en unb @ol^n 

S3raut unb S3rdutigam t)oraud genannt« 

2Cber tt)irb er aud) tpifllommen fd^einen, 

SBenn er t]()euer nid^t bie ®un|l erfauft? 

@r ijl nocl) ein ^eibe mit ben ©einen, 

Unb fte jtnb fd^on 6^ri|len unb getauff* 

Stiimt ein ©laube ncu, 

SB8irb oft gieb' unb SEreu 

SBie ein bofcS Unfraut auSgerauff^ 



THE BHIGE OF COHIHTH 

(ooethb) 



Once a gentle youth, from Athens wending. 
Came to Corinth, there unknown before ; 
Yet on one to welcome him depending. 
For the fathers were fast friends of yore. 
And when children grew 
To those friends so true. 
Bride and bridegroom were the names they bore. 

But his coming will they welcome truly. 
If he purchase not such favour dear ? 
He and his are heathens still, while duly 
Christians all are made by baptism here. 
Where a new faith springs, 
Love and truth are things 
That men oft, like evil weeds, uptear. 



6i ®(e aSraut t)on ^orintlj) 

Unb fd^on lag t)a§ ganje ^au^ im ©tillen, 

SSater, ai6d)ter, nur bie SKuttcr wad^t; 

@ie empfdngt ben @aji mit bejiem SBillen, 

®le(d) in'6 ^runfgemad) wirb er gcbrad^t* 

SBetn unb 6fTen prangt 

eb' er eS tjerfangt: 

©0 wrSorgenb wunfcbt fie gute ^ai)t, 

2tber bel bem n)oblbc|leflten effen 

SSSirb ble 8ufl ber ©peffe nfd^t emgt; 

3Rubigfe(t lagt ©peif unb Sranf mgeffen, 

2)ap er angefleibet pdb auf'^ SSette legt; 

Unb er fd)Iummert faff, 

2tl« ein feltner ©aft 

@i^ jur offnen Zf^ixt f)m\n bewegt* 

©enn cr \ii\)t, bel feiner gampe @cl)immer 

SEritt, mit weigem @i)kizt unb ©ewanb 

©ittfam jiia ein fSRabd^en in ba§ Simmer, 

Urn bie @tirn ein fc^warjss unb golbne^ aSanb* 

SBie jte i^n erblicft, 

^ebt pe, bie erfd^ridft, 

fSJtit 6rf!aunen eine rni^e ^ani. 



THE BRIDE OF CORINTH 6l 

Slumber now o'er all the house was stealing, 
Father, child, — the mother wakes alone ; 
She the guest receives with cordial feeling. 
To the state-room he is straightway shown ; 
Wine and food are spread 
Ere a wish is said, 
Then good night she bids him, and is gone. 

But no pangs he feels of hunger pressing. 

Though a tempting board lies spread before ; 
Down he lies, nor tarries for undressing, 
Appetite in weariness given o'er : 
Deep then is his rest. 
When a wondrous guest 
Comes in gliding through the opening door. 

In his chamber, by the lamp's pale glimmer, 

Still he sees a modest maiden stand. 
White her flowing veil and vestments shimmer, 
Eound her brows a black and golden band. 
With a sign of fear. 
As she sees him there. 
In amaze she raises her white hand. 
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Die SSraut t)on ^orintl) 

©in id), rfef jic au§, fo fremb im »^aufc, 

©agi id^ ron bem ®afte nic^ts tjerna^m? 

2Cc^, fo l^dlt man mid) in meiner ^laufcl 

Unb nun fibcrf dUt mid) l^ier bie ®ijam. 

Stix^z nur fo fort 

2Cuf bem gager bort, 

Unb id) 9el()e fd)neD[, fo wie id) fam* 

aSIeibe, fc^ftneS ?SRdbd)en ! ruft ber ^nabe, 

giafft t)on feinem gager jii) gefd^winb : 

^ier iji GereS, bier iff S5ac(l^u§ @abe; 

Unb bu bringll ben 2(mor, liebeS ^inb I 

SSiff t)or ©d)re(fen bla^ I 

Siebe, fomm unb \a^, 

ia^ unS \tl)n, tvit frol() bie @itUx finb. 



geme bleib', o Simgling I bleibe jtel&en ; 

Sd^ Qcf)bxz x\ii)t ben greuben an, 

@i;on ber lefete ©d^rilt ijl, ad^! 9efd^elf)en, 

Durd^ ber guten SKutter franfen SBat)n, 

£)ie genefcnb fd^wur: 

Sugenb unb SRatixt 

@e9 bem ^immcl funftig untertban* 
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■ 

" Am I in this house a stranger only, 

That of such a guest I nought may know ? 
Ah me I thus I am kept recluse and lonely. 
Thence it is shame falleth on me so. 
Stranger, on yon bed 
Eest thy weary head ; 
Quickly as I came, so will I go." 

** Tarry," cried the youth, " thou fairest maiden ! " 

Leaping from his couch right suddenly ; 
'* Bacchus, Ceres, see, the board have laden. 
And thou bringest Love, sweet child, with thee. 
Pale art thou for friofht I 
Dearest, come to-night. 
Let us prove how good these gods can be." 



" Stay thee, stay thee, youth, thyself deceive not ! 

Joy has nothing more to do with me ; 

Taken, alas ! the step that we retrieve not. 

Through a mother's feverish phantasy. 

Who vowed to the Lord, 

That for health restored. 

Youth and nature should her oflferings be. 



63 D(eS5rautt)on^orfntlf) 

Unb ber alten ®6tter bunt ©ewimmel 
^at foglefcl? baS jtiHe *f)auS geleert* 
Unpd^tbar wirb ©net nur fm ^tmmel, 
Unb ein ^cilanb wfrb am ^reuj t)ere]()rt; 
Dpfer fallen ^ier, 
SSSeber iamm nod) ©tier, 
2tber 5!Renfcl?enopfer nntx\)bxt. 

Unb er fragt unb waget attc SQBorte, 

©eren feineS feinem @eiji entge^f* 

3fl e« m69lid), bagi am jiftten Drtc 

©le geliebte JBraut ]()ier t)or mir jie^t ? 

©ep bie mefne nur! 

Unfrer SSdter @(^)wur 

^at t)om ^immel ©egen un§ txflQ\)U 

M6) erl^dlfl bu nic^t, bu gute @eele I 

9Refner iweiten ©c^weffer gftnnt man bid). 

aaSenn l* mfcfe in fiiUer itlaufe quale, 

2C(^)l in i^ren 2Crmen benf an mid^, 

XAt an bid^ nur benit, 

©ie fid) liebenb frdnft; 

3n bie grbe balb tjerbirgt jie pd)» 



i 
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" And the swaxm of the old gods forth driven 
From the silent house hath instant flown : 

Here is One invisible in heaven. 
And One crucified revered alone ; 

We have victims here. 
Neither lamb nor steer, 
Human victims ours that fall imknown." 

Much on this he fain must muse and ponder. 

For her words his inmost being move : 
" Can it be so ? See I really yonder. 
In this silent place, the bride I love ? 
Oh, be mine then now 1 
For our fathers* vow 
Wins us down a blessing from abova" 



" Gentle heart, this is but vain delusion. 
My young sister they will give to thee. 
Whilst I pine in lone and dark seclusion : 
Ah I within her arms think yet on me, — 
Me in thought all thine. 
Who must waste and pine 
In the earth low laid anon to be." 



64 ©lefi3rautt)on^orintl^ 

9lein, bel biefer glamme fep'S gefd^worcn, 

(Sutig jeigt fte ^pmen un6 t>orau6; 

SSifl ber greufce nicl)t unb mir tjerloren, 

Aommfl mft mir in meined S3ater$ «^au§« 

giebd^en, blefbe l^fer I 

Scire gleid) mit mir 

Unenrartet unfern «^od)ieitfd)mau64 

Unb fd)on wed^feln jie ber STreue Seid^en ; 

(Solben reid)t fte i^m bie ^ette bar, 

Unb er will ilf)r eine ©d)ale refcl)en, 

©ilbern, funpdt), tt)ie nicfet eine war* 

Die ijl x\ii)t fur mid>; 

2)0*, icl? bitte bid), 

@tne gocfe gieb t)on beinem JQaax* 

eben fd)lu8 bie bumpfe ©eijterjiunbe, 

Unb nun fc^)ien eS il&r erfl wol^l ju fetjn* 

©ierig fcl)lfirfte fie mit Maffem 9Runbe 

giun ben bunfel blutgefdrbten SBein; 

®od) t)om aBdjenbrot, 

©a§ er freunblid) bot, 

9la]()m fte nid^t ben fleinjlen SSijfen ein* 
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" Never I by this flame my oath be taken^ 

Hymen moves propitious in our sight ; 
Thou art not of joy or me forsaken. 

Come I my father's halls my bride invite. 
Then, oh darling ! stay, 
For without delay 
We must solemnize our nuptial rite." 

Then they plight their troth with pledges tfender,v 

With a chain of gold she decks him there ; 
He in turn a silver bowl would render. 

Chased with carvings rich beyond compare. 
« Such is not for me, 
Yet I beg of thee, 
Grive, oh I give one lock of thy brown hair." 

Solemn now the spirit-hour was sounding. 

Then first seemed it well with her to be : 
In the bowl the blood-red wine ran bounding. 
With wan lips she supped it greedily ; 
But of wheaten bread, 
Tho' before her spread, 
Not the smallest fragment taste would she. 
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T>it fdxaixt von jtorint^ 

Unb bem SungUng refcfete jic bfe ©cfeale, 

^r, n>ie pe, nun \)a\tiQ lujiern txanh 

giebe forbert er beim fiiHen Wldi)U; 

ZS), fefn arme6 ^^erj xoax liebefranf* 

^oi) jte n>tber{le^t/ 

SSSIe er immer Pel^t, 

S3i$ er n>einenb auf bad 93ette fanf» 

Unb fie fommt unb wirft pc^ ju i^m nlebet: 

Zi), xok ungern fel()' ic^ bic^ gequaltl 

3(ber, ad^ ! berfil^rjl bu mefne ©Ifeber, 

gu)SlIjl bu fcl?aubernb, xoa$ fd) bir t)erbel&U* 

SSie ber @c^nee fo n)eip, 

2tber fait n>ie ei«, 

3jl ba« gfebd^en, ba§ bu bir erwdWt 



^efHg fapt er fte mit jlarfen Xrmen 

83on ber giebe Sugenbfraft burd)mannt: 

$ofFe io6) be{ mir nod) ju erwarmen, 

SQSdrjl bu felbp mir auS bem ®rab gefanbt! 

9Se(|)feIl^aud) unb ^u^! 

8icbc§uberPup I 

JBrennjl bu nid^t unb ful{)lejl mic^ entbrannt! 
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To the youth, in turn, the bowl she reaches, 

^Tio, like her, with hurried passion drinks ; 
Love with silent gestures he beseeches. 

Sick for love his poor heart trembling shrinks ; 
But the more he prays. 
Still a nay she says. 
Till he on the bed loud wailing sinks. 

And she comes, and down beside him throws her : 

" Loath I see thee, love, so sorely tried ; 
Come, oh 1 come, then, to this bosom closer. 
Shuddering, feel what I was fain to hide ; 
For as white as snow. 
But as ice-cold too. 

Is the darling thou wouldst make thy bride." 

Nerved with youthful strength, his arms enfold her. 

Eager cries he, " Let not this concern ; 
I would warm thee wert thou ten-fold colder. 
Didst thou from the very grave return. 
Mingle breath and kiss. 
Love's o'erwhelming bliss I — 
While I burn thus, dost not ihou too bum ? " 



66 Die JBraut t)on itorint^ 

8iebe fd^lieget fejler jie jufammen, 

%1)xamn mifd^en jid^ In il{)re 8u|f ; 

©ierig faugt jie feinc6 9Runbe§ glammen, 

ein§ fjl nur fm 2Cnbem (id) bewugit* 

©eine giebe^wut^ 

SBdrmt il^r jtarrc§ JBlut, 

®od) e« fd^ldgt fefn »g>erx in il^ret SBruji* 

Untcrbeffen fcfeleid^et auf bem ®angc, 

^duSlicfe fpdt bie SKutter nod) t)orbei, 

»^ord)et an ber %f)\xx unb ]()ord)et lange, "^ 

SBelc^ ein fonberbarer S£on eS fep* 

^lag* unb SBonnelaut 

S3rdutigam§ unb S3raut/ 

Unb beS giebeffammelnS SRaferei* 

. Unbeweglid) bleibt pe an ber SS^ure, 
aOBeil pe erff fic^ uberjeugen mugi, 
Unb pe ]^6rt bie l^od)jien giebe6fdt)tt)ure, 
gieb' unb (Sd^eid^elworte, mit aSerbru^ — 
©till I ber ^ai)n erwadt)t I — 
3Cber morgen Slad^t 
SBi jl bu tt)ieber ba ? — unb itup auf Stn^* 
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Tears are mingled with their ardent blisses, 

Fast in folds of love together wound ; 
Greedily she sucks his flaming kisses,' 
Each is in the other's being drowned : 
So his love's wild mood ' 
Warms her frozen blood. 
Yet no pulses in her bosom bound. 

Late, meantime, from household cares retiring. 

Steals the mother through the passage by. 
Hears and pauses, pauses, long admiring 
Whence the wondrous sounds, the stifled cry. 
And the loud delight. 
Of a bridal night. 
Breathless love's quick-stammering ecstasy. 

Long she lingers at the door unmoving, 

For at first more certain proof she needs ; 
Oaths that bind them to eternal loving, 
Melting accents — all she wrathful heeds. 
" Hark I the cock crows now ; 
But to-morrow thou 
Wilt return ?" — so kiss on kiss succeeds. 



K )2 



67 ©le ©raut t)on ^orintl^ 

ganger i)&lt bie flutter x\i6)t t)a« Surnen, 

Deffnet baS bef annte ©d)log gefd^wlnb : — 

®tbt eS ftier im |)aufe fold)e ©irnen, 

©fe bent gremben gleicfe ju SSJillen jinb? — 

@o jur a^fir l{)inetn* 

S5ei ber iampt ©d^ein 

@fe^t fte — ®ott! fie fie^t i^r eigen ^inb* 

Unb ber SungHng will tm erjien ©d^recfen 

Sroit be§ ?SRdbcl)en§ etgnem ©c^leierflor, 

9Rit bent Seppid) ble ©eliebte bedPen; 

X>oi) fte winbet gleid^ pd^ fell^jl ^en)or» 

SBie mit ®eip ©ewalt 

»^ebet bie ®t\talt 

gang* unb langfam ficfe im JBett' empor* 

STOutterl'aRutter! fpric^t fte ^o^le SBorte: 

@o miggftnnt ibr mir bie fd^ftne 5Rad)t! 

^x wrtreibt mid^ t)on bent warnten £)rte» 

S5in 16) jur SSerjweiflung nur erwad^t? 

3P eud() nidbt genug, 

2)ag in'« geid^entud^, 

2?ap i\)x fxixf) mii} in baS ®rab ^ebrad^t? 
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Such the sounds her every doubt dispelling, 
Quick she tiuns the key with anger wild : 
" Do such harlots, then, pollute my dwelling. 
At each stranger's wanton will defiled ? " 
She looks by the light 
Of her lamp so bright, — 
Looks, — oh, Grodl — she looks on her own child. 

And at first, in terror, would the lover 

With the maiden's veil of shadowy crape. 
With the curtain his beloved one cover. 
But her limbs his clasping arms escape. 
As with ghostlike might. 
From the bed upright. 
Slowly, slowly, draws a ghastly shape. 



" Mother I mother ! wouldst thou thus deprive me 

Of one happy night ? " she hollow spake ; 
" Froni the genial spot so quickly drive mis ? 
Must I only to despair awake ? 
Nor contents it thee 
That a shroud for me. 
And a grave, your vows so soon did make ? 



r ■ 

68 £)ie 93raut t)on £orint() 

2Cber ani bet fc^werbebecften (Snge 

Xreibet mic^ ein eigeneS ®eric^t« 
j (Surer ^rieftcr fummcnbc ©cfdnge 

; Unb i^r Segcn l:aben fein ©ewicfet 

@alj unb ffiaffcr fu^lt 

5Ric^t wo Sugenb ffi^lt; 

2Cc^ ! bie (Srbe f ul^lt bie Siebe mi}U 



©lefer -Sunaling war mir erfl wrfprocben, 

2Cl§ nod^ S3enu§ l^eitrer Xempel flanb* 

!!Rutter, l^abt il^r bodt) ba§ SSort gebroc^eti/ 

SBcil cin fremb', cin falfc^' ®elftbb' euc^ banb! 

X>o(i) fein ®ott nf)bxt, 

aSBenn We 9Rutter fc^wJrt, 

3u loerfogen il^rer Xoc^ter i)ant* 



Zni bem ©rabe werb' id) audgetdeben/ 

9locl) iu fucl)en ba§ t)ermif te ©ut^ 

9loc^ ben \i)on t)erlomen SRann ju lieben 

Unb (u faugen feine§ <^er)en§ S3Iut* 

SfFS um ben 9efc^el()n, 

!!Ruf nad) anbern gej^n^ 

Unb bad iunge SSoIt erliegt ber SSutb* 
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'' But from out my close and narrow dwelling, 

Me a doom peculiar hither drove ; 
Priestly chaunts in nasal tone upswelling. 
Priestly blessings unavailing prove. 
Water, salt, will not 
Cool, where youth is hot ; 
Woe is me ! not earth itself cools love. 



" This fair youth for mine was first bespoken, 
WTiilst soft Venus' temple yet might stand : 
Mother, thou the bond of faith hast broken, 
As thy strange, false vow did so demand ; 
But no god will hear. 
If a mother swear 
To deny her daughter's promised hand. 



" Thus I'm driven from the grave's recesses. 

Still to seek for a forbidden bliss. 
Lavish on my lost one fond caresses. 
Drain his very life-blood with my kiss : 
For the doom is so. 
He must with me go ; 
Youth must yield to passion wild as this. 



69 £ie Sraut t)on Aorintl^ 



m^^^t^^»0^0^m^^^0^t*^^^t^ 



0(^6ner bungling ! tannft nic^t linger leben ; 

X)u t)er{tec^ft nun an biefem Drt» 

SReine Aette l^ab' (4) bit gegeben; 

:De{ne Socfe ne^m' i4) mtt mir fort» 

0ieb' fte an genau ! 

SRorgen bift bu grau, 

Unb nur braun erfc^inft bu wfeber bort» 

^6re; SRutter, nun bie legte S3ttte: 

(Sinen @c^eiter^aufen fc^ic^te bu ; 

SDeffne meine bange Heine JQuttt, 

jBring' in ^lammen Siebenbe iur fRnf)l 

SBenn ber gunfe fpriil^t, 

aSenn bie 2Cfc^e glu^t, 

(Silen tt>ir ben alten ®6ttern ju. 



I 
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" Lovely youth ! from death they may not save thee. 

Thou wouldst only waste and languish here : 
Mine, the chain that late I fondly gave thee, 
Thine, the lock that with mp hence I bear ; 
Gaze on't, for ere day 
All the rest is gray. 
It shall ne'er be brown again — save there. 

" Once, though late, oh, mother I to me listen : 
Saise our funeral pyre, — the last request, — 
Open then my dark and narrow prison. 
Bring in flames the lovers to their rest I 
When the sparks upflow. 
When the ashes glow. 
To the old gods speed we, and are blest." 



2)er &ott unb bie IBajabere 



Wla\)a\>bf), bet ^m ber ©rbe, 

i 

jtommt ll^erab jum fec^$tenma(/ i 

J?ag cr unfer6 glelcfeen trerbe, 

9Ritjufu^len greub' unb GuaU i 

I 

(Sr bequemt ftc^ \)m ju n)ol()nen/ 
8d^t fic^ 2ftte6 felbfi gcf*e^n, j 

@oU er flrafcn obcr fd)onen, i 

9Ru^ er 9Renfct)en menfd)licl) fel^n^ I 

Unb i)at er bie ©tabt fid) al6 SBanbrer UtxaijM, \ 

2)ie ©ro^en belauert, auf ^leine gcacbtet, 

SSerld^t er fie 2CbenbS/ urn weiter ju gebn* 



THE GOe AHG THE SAYAGEHE 

(ooethe) 



MAHA.DI, the lord of nature, 

Makes his sixth avatar here. 

To assume our mortal feature, 

Our delights and pains to share. 

Here to dwell content he brooketh, 

And in all, like us to grow ; 

Still on man humane he looketh, 

Deal he to him joy or woe. 
So through the wide city a stranger he wanders. 
The greater he views, on the lesser he ponders, 
Then wends on his way as the day-star sinks low. 



71 X)er ®ott unb bie S3aiabere 

Ttti cr nun ]()inau§gegan9en, 

aSo bie legten ^^dufer ftnb/ 

®U\)t cr, mU gcma^ltcn SBangen, 

(gin t)etlotneS f*6neS ^inb^ 

®ruf' bic^, Sungfrau !— ©anf ber (gl^re ! 

SEarf, ic^ lommc gleid) binau§.— 

Unb wcr bijt bu?— aSajabcte/ 

Unb bie§ tfl ber Siebe ^auS. 
®ie r&^rt fu^, bie Spmbeln jum Xanje }u fc^lagen, 
@ie weif ftc^ fo lieblici) in ^reife ju tragen, 
@ie neigt ftd^ unb biegt fii), unb reid^t \\)m ben @traup. 



®d)mtx6)zlnb ikf)t fte ilf)n jur ©d^wette, 
geb^aft i^n in'S ^au« l[)inetn* 
@c^6ner f^rembling, lampenl()eUe 
@oa fogleict) bie ^iitte fepn* 
S3ifi bu miiV, ic^ tviU bici) laben, 
ginbern beiner gfi^e ©d^merj^ 
SBaS bu willfl, baS fottjt bu ^aben, 
Slul&e, greuben ober Sd^erj* 
@ie linbert gefci^dftig* geJ^eud^elte Seiben* 
2)er ®bttlx6)i Idd^elt; er fiel&et mit greuben 
£)urcl^ tlefea SSerberbcn ein menfcl)Iic^e8 ^erj^ 



I 
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THE GOD AND THE BAYADERE J I 

As he forth the walls is going, 

WTiere the last few houses cease, 

On her cheeks false roses glowing, 

There a lone fair girl he sees : 

" Virgin, hail ! " "Oh I thanks, sir, tarry 

But one moment — I come dovm." 

" Thou art then ? " — « A Bayadere, 

And this dwelling is Love's own." 
She comes, and she dances, and strikes the loud cymbal^ 
In circles revolving all graceftd and nimble. 
She bends, and she oflfers a nosegay full blown. 

Him she lures the threshold over. 

Flattering, fondling tenderly : 

" Come ! and straight, thou lovely rover. 

Bright with lamps my cot shall be. 

Art thou weary ? I'll relieve thee. 

Sooth thy feet's sore pain away ; 

All thou canst desire I'll give thee. 

Pleasure, rest, or wanton play." 
The ills that he feigns are with tenderness aided. 
The blessed one smiles to see one so degraded, 
A heart still so pure and so gentle display. 



7? Der ®ott unb bfc JBajabere 

Unb cr forbert @Ka\)cnbicn|lc ; 
3mmer ^eftrcr witb fie nut, 
Unb be§ SRdbc^enS frfil()e ^iinffe 
SSerben nai) unb nad) 9latur« 
Unb fo ftellet auf bie Slfit^e 
aSalb unb balb bfc grud^t fid^ cin ; 
3fi ®el()orfam Im (Semut^e, 
SBirb nfc^t fern bie giebe fepn* 
Hbtt, fte f(l)4rfer unb fd[)irfer ju pr&fen, 
SB(Jlf)Iet ber Jtenner ber »^6^en unb Siefen 
Sufi unb Sntfe^en unb grimmtge |>ein* 

Unb er ffi^t bie bunten SBangen/ 
Unb fie ffil^tt ber Kebe Slml, 
Unb baS 9Rdb4)en fiel&t gefangen, 
Unb fte wefnt jum erflenmal; 
©inft JU feinen fjugen nieber, 
9lid)t urn aSoIlufl noc^ ©ewinnft, 
Tld) I unb bfe gelenten ©lieber 
@te \)erfa9en aQen £)ienf!* 
Unb fo JU be§ gager^ t>ergnu9lic^)er fjeler 
JBereUen ben bunHen belE)agIid)en ©d^leier 
£)te ndd)tl{d)en (Stunben baS fcb6ne ©efpinnf!^ 



THE GOD AND THE BATADEBE 



7* 



Then he asks more servile duty, 
She is ever happier so. 
And the arts of girlish beauty 
Like and more like nature grow. 
For as quickly from the blossom 
Springs the fruit therein enshrined, 
So where reverence fills the bosom, 
Love remains not long behind. 
But he who knows all things, the deeper and higher. 
Chooses yet sharper and sharper to try her, 
Eapture, and wonder, and torture combined. 



As he kisses her she trembles ; 
In her breast love's pulses leap ; 
One enthralled the maid resembles, 
And for the first time must weep. 
At his feet sinks down a captive. 
Not for pleasure, not for pay ; — 
Ah I those limbs till now so active. 
They no more her will obey. 
And now for the nuptials' high solemnization 
The hours of the night making due preparation, 
O'erveil with soft darkness the troublesome day. 



73 ^er ®ott unb bie S3aiabere 

®pat cntfd)lummcrt untcr ©d^erjen, 

%x\it) ixtoa6)t m6) f urjer Sio% 

ginbet fie an flf^rem »^crjcn 

Xobt ben loielgeliebten @afi« 

©d^relenb fthxit fit auf {l{)n nieber, 

3Cber nid^t envecFt fte i^n^ 

Unb man txigt ble fianen ©Heber 

IBalb }ur S^ammengrube I){n» 
©le f)bxit bie ^riejler, bie STobtengefinge; 
@ie raret unb rennet unb tt)dkt bie SRenge* 
9$er bifi bu? SBaS brangt ju ber ®rube bid) ^in? 

JBei ber 25al&re flurjt fte nieber, 

3Sf)t ®efc|)rei burdibringt bie 8uft : 

SReinen ©atten will iii wieber! 

Unb idf) fuel)' il^n in ber ®ruft. 

©oQ }u 7lf6)i mir ^erfaQen 

©iefer ©Keber ®6tterprad)t ? 

SRein ! er war eS, mein t)or 2(tlen ! 

3td) ! nur (Sine fuf e 3lai)t ! 
68 fingen bie 5)riejler : SBir iragen bie 2aten, 
9laci) langem (Srmatten unb fpatem grfalten^ 
SBir tragen bie Sugenb, noi) e^ fte'8 gebac^t* 
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Late asleep, their love-play over, 

Early wakes she from short rest, 

On her bosom to discover* 

Dead the much beloved guest : 

Shrieking casts her on the body, 

But he will not, will not wake ; 

For the cold limbs, stark already. 

Soon a tomb of flames they make. 
She lists to the priests, while the death-song is chaunted. 
She maddens and bursts through the tumult undaunted : 
" Wlio art thou? What brings thee our rites to partake? " 

Prostrate by the bier which bore him. 

Her wild scream fills all the air : 

'^ My lost bridegroom ! oh, restore him I 

In the abyss — I seek him there. 

Must those limbs in ashes perish. 

Those fine limbs so godlike bright ? 

Mine, once mine to clasp and cherish ; — 

Ah me I only one sweet night ! '* 
The priests they go chaunting : *' The old man we carry. 
With long delay cold, and with long travel weary ; 
We carry the youth ere he recks of death's might.'* 



74 X)er ®ott unb bie jBajabere 



\rf*Lr* > - i '^<^~ -^^^^^^^ 



^5re belnct ^rieficr izt^xi -. 

©Icfer trar bein ®atte nii}U 

Sebfi bu bod^ aid S3aiabere, 

Unb fo W bu fcine ^fHd)t* 

glut bent Stitptv folflt ber ©cfcatten 

3n ba§ jlille Sobtenrdd); 

giur bic ©attin folgt bem ®attcn : 

2^aS ifl ?)flic^t unb Wubm juglefc^^ 
dxtbm, T^ommzte, )u I)e{I{f)er Alage ! 
O nel)met, ii)t ®htUt\ bic Sferbc bcr Sage, 
D ncl)mct ben SungUng in glammen ju cuc^ 

go t)a^ &}0x, baS obn' (grbarmen 
9RcI)rct it)tc§ |)crienS Slotb ; 
Unb mit auSaejlrecften 2(rmcn 
@prtngt {te in ben l^ei^en Xob« 
2)od) ber ©Stter-Sungling ^ebet 
2[uS bet Slammc fid) empot, 
Unb in felnen 2Crmen fd[)tt)ebet 
®te ©elicbte mit l{)er\)ot» 
es freut fid) bie ©ottljeit bet reuigen ©unber; 
Unffetblid)c l&eben t)erlorene ^inbet 
Wt feurigen 2(rmen jum ^immel cmpor* 



THE QOD AND THE BAYADERE 74 

" List now to thy priests' explaining : 

This thy husband could not be ; 

Thou a Bayadere remaining. 

Duty none devolves on thee. 

For, as to the death-realm lonely, 

Without body shade ne'er came. 

There wife follows husband only, 

Hers the duty, hers the fame. 
Then bray out, ye trumpets I your dirges outpour ye I 
Oh ! take him, ye gods, in his manhood's full glory. 
Oh ! take ye this youth to your presence in flame." 

So the choir her pangs unheeding 

More and more her bosom wrings, 

Till, her frantic arms outspreading. 

To the burning death she springs. 

But from flames around them roaring. 

See the god-youth swift ascend, 

See, within his arms upsoaring. 

With him the beloved one wend. 
To heaven in his fiery embraces uptaken ; 
For thus to raise up the poor sinner forsaken 
To him is a triumph and joy without end. 
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(®enooeoa mit bem JCinbe) 



»o»i 



@c^Iafe mefn Jtfnb ! 

Srau^en gel^t bet 9Bfnb, 

Die bfcfen SRauetn S5efd)ufeer ftnb I 

®efn Sammcrgefdjtei 

JBrfdjt mefn J^txi entjwef, 

£)e(n Hester SBlicf 

Sjl aU me(n ©tucf, 

9Benn Ic^ Hi) txinh, 

Sn befnem 2Cuge mid^ t)erfen(e/ 

@o t)erfle8en, 

SSerfliegen 

£)ie SSflber ber Seiben 

Unb weid^en ben greuben : — 



I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I GEHOVEVA m THE GtIHGEOH 



(tieck) 



Rest thee, my child I 

Though the winds be wild, 

There are sheltering walls around thee piled ; 

Though thy cry of pain 

Rends my heart in twain. 

Thy smile so bright 

Makes all delights 

Thy lips are drinking, 

Deep in thine eyes my soul is sinking, 

And they vanish, 

And perish. 

All shapes of annoyance. 

And yield up to joyaimce ; — 



76 ©enotjetja 

^oc^ wenn id) gebcnfe/ 

X)ap bu meine Sufi 

3(n SJlutterbruft 

SSerfct^mad^tcn mugt, 

:Cann m6c^t' i6) Me ©eele bein 

3n JlujTen bit entjie^n, 

5Rit bit entflle^n, 

SSor ®otM Xi}Xon ju fein* 

©c^Iafe, fc^Iafe me(n Stitib, 

a35« bie SJlenfc^en ftnb, 

Sag unS flerbcn, o ®ott/ gelinbi 



GBNOVEVA IN THE DUNGEON 76 

But, alas ! the thinking. 

On this breast of mine 

Needs must thou pine, 

Thou joy divine ! 

Might I now in this one kiss 

Draw forth the soul from thee. 

Then with thee flee 

Unto the throne of bliss. 

Best thee, rest thee, my child, 

Men are sin-defiled : 

May our passing hour, oh God ! be mild. 



geonote 



gcnore f\x\)x um'S iKorgenrot^ 
(Smpor aud fci^tveren Xrdumen : 
„a3lfi untreu, SBill^elm, ober tobt? 
SEBie lange wiUft bu fdumcn ? " — 
(gr war mit Jt6nl9 gricbric^'8 3Ra*t 
©ejogcn in tie $ragcr @4)(ac^t/ 
Unb I)atte m4)t 8cf4)ricben, 
Cb er gefunb gcblieben* 

£)et Jt6nf9 unb ble ^alfetinn, 
SeS langcn »f)aberS mube, 
(gm)cid)tcn i^ren ^axUxi @jnn, 
Unb mac^ten enblid^ S^iebe; 



tEHOHA 

(buroeb) 



Lenora^ as the dawn grew red. 

Arose from dreams dismaying : 
" Oh, Wilhelm ! art thou false or dead ? 

How long is thy delaying ! " 
For he with royal Frederick's might 
At Prague had shared the fatal fight. 

Yet of his safe abiding 

There came not any tiding. 

The king and empress-queen at last 
Grow weary of long fighting, 

Their hostile arms away they cast, 
In peace new friendship plighting. 



78 geonore 

Unb jebeS J£>m, mit ©ing unb Sang, 
^it ^aulenfc^lag unb Aling unb Xlan^, 
©efd^mucft mit grunen Sleifern, 
3od ^eim ju feinen ^^dufern* 

Unb uberaU ofl (tberaU/ 

2Cuf SSegen unb auf @tegen/ 

3o8 3(lt unb 3un9 bcm Subclfc^aU 

£er Jtommenben entgcgen* 

„ ®ottIob ! « rfef ^inb unb ©attlnn lant, 

„ SBSiUf ommen I " mand^e fto^e JBraut 

2tc^ ! aber fur gcnore'n 

9Bar ®rup unb ^up loerloren^ 

@te frug ben Bug wo^l auf unb ab, 
Unb frug nad^ alien 9lamen; 
©oc^ feiner war, ber ^unbfc^aft gab, 
SSon 2(llen, fo ba !amen« 
TLli nun baS »g)eer looruber war, 
Serraufte fte i\)x Slaben^aar, 
Unb warf fid) lf)in jur Srbe, 
SRit wutl()i9er ©eberbe^ 
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The soldiers all, with shout and song, 
And cymbals, clashing loud and long, 

Bedecked with oaken garlands, 

March home from foreign far lands. 

And everywhere, where way might be. 

On highways, and on by-ways. 
Both old and young in jubilee 

Full many a joyous cry raise. 
" Praise God ! " loud clamoured wife and child ; 
" Welcome ! " betrothed maidens smiled. 

Woe for Lenora only 

Amid these greetings lonely. 

She questioned all from first to last. 

And many a name inquired ; 
But ah ! not one of all who past 

Could tell what she desired. 
And when the bands came by no more^ 
Her raven hair she wildly tore. 

And with a maniac's bearing 

Cast her on earth despairing. 



79 8 e o> r e 

Die 5Wutter Uef wo^l l^in ju i^r: — 

„ %i), bag pc^ ®ott etbarme I 

©u trautea *inb, wa8 i|l mft Wr?" — 

Unb fd)Iog fte In ble 2Crme» 

„ C SJlutter, 3Rutter ! bin ijl bin ! 

giun fabre SBelt unb %m b'n ! 

93ei ®ott ift fcin (grbarmen* 

D web/ we^ mir JCrmen!"— 

„ ^Uf ®ott; bilf I ®ie^ un« gndbig an ! 
Jtlnb, bef ein 58aterunfer I 
SBad ®ott t^ut, ba§ ifi too^l get^an» 
®ott, ®ott erbarmt ftcb unfer ! " — 
„ JD SJlutter, SJlutter ! (gitler SBabn I 
®ott \)at an mir nicbt wo^l get^an ! 
aSaS lf)alf, was balf mein JBeten ? 
9lun ifl'8 nid^t mel^r t)onn5t^en»" — 

„^ilf ®ott, bilf J S33er ben aSater fennt, 
Der weig, er l^ilft ben ^inbern* 
25aS bodjgelobte Saframent 
SQ3irb beinen Sammer linbern*" — 



LENORA 79 

Her mother hastened to her side, 

And in her arms she caught her : 
** Wliat ails thee, then ? " she fondly cried ; 

" God's mercy on thee, daughter ! " 
" Oh, mother, mother ! Gone is gone. 
Then why should earth or aught go on ? 

God's mercy ! 'tis but fable ; 

Woe's me, most miserable ! " 

" Help, Lord 1 unto us gracious be : 

Turn to Him, child, in prayer ; 
Whate'er God doth, that well doth He, 

His mercy all may share." 
" Mother ! an idle tale you tell. 
For God to me hath not done well ; 

How hath my prayer succeeded ? 

Now is it no more needed." 



^* Help, Lord ! Who knows the Father, knows 

He lets not the child languish ; 
His blessed Sacrament bestows, 
A cure for all thy anguish." 



8o 



geonote 



r'»j'Xrt-~ i -ri_ri-i* ii — 11 ^ ^ ^^ ^ ^ » 



„ D SJlutter, 3Ruttet I wa« mf cfe btennt, 
Ta^ linbcrt mft !cln Sa!rament ! 
Stzln ©a!rament mag ftcben 
©en Sobten wfebergeben/* — 

„ ^bx\ Stini ! wie, wenn ber falfcbe SRann, 

Sm fernen Ungetlanbe, 

©ic^ fcincS ©laubcnS abgetl^an, 

Sum muen e^ebanbe? * 

gag fa]()ren, Jtfnb, fcin ^^ctj ia^inl 

©r l()at eft nlmmermel^r ©ewinn ! 

SBSann ©eel' unb geib ftd^ trennen, 

SSJfrb i^n fein SJlef neib brennen^" — 

„ D 5Kutter, gWutter ! ^in (fi ]()in! 

SBerloren ifi t)erloren ! 

£)er Sob, ber Sob ijl mein ®ewfnn ! 

jD mx ii) nie geboren! 

gifc^ auS, mein gic^t, auf ewig auS ! 

©tirb ^in, jHrb l^in (n Slad^t unb @rau8 ! 

JBei ®ott ijl fein grbarmen^ 

JD web, wel^ mix 2(rmen ! " — 
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" Oh, mother ! there's no Sacrament 
Can make these burning pangs relent ; 

No Sacrament can waken 

To life, what death hath taken." 

" Hark, child I In Hungary's far land. 

What if this absent rover 
Hath sought some other maiden's hand. 

To thee a perjured lover ? 
Eesigned, my child 1 his heart restore, — 
It ne'er shall beat in comfort more. 

And keen shall be its smarting. 

At soul's and body's parting." 



" Oh, mother, mother I gone is gone, 

And lost is lost for ever ; 
Death, death is now my gain alone, — 

Life ! would I'd known thee never. 
Then out, for ever out, my light ! 
Sink down, sink dowii, in gloom and night. 

God's mercy ! 'tis but fable ; 

Woe's me, most miserable ! " 



8i Seonore 

9Rtt beinem armen Stlnit ! 

@{e tveifii nld^t, wad tie 3unge fpr{(!^t« 

JBc^alt' i^r nic^t We ©unbe ! 

Zi), «lnb, t)crfll^ befn frblf* 8efb, 

Unb benr an ®ott unb ©eligfeit! 

@o wfrb bocl^ belncr ©celen 

©er Srautfgam nfd^t fe^lcm"— 

„ D gWutter ! waS ifi ©ellgfelt ? 

£) abutter! SBaS ifl $6ae? 

«ci i^m, bci l^m i|l ©cUgfelt, 

Unb o^m mi\)zlm ^blU ! — 

Sifc^ au$, mein Sic^t, auf ewig au$ ! 

©tlrb ^in, fiirb ^In in Slad^t unb ®rau6 ! 

S)W i^n mag id) auf (grben, 

aJlag bort nic^t fclig werben*"— 

@o wutbcte aSerjweifclung 
3l)r in ®e^irn unb 2Cbern» 
©ie ful^r mit ®ottc8 aSorfe^ung 
SSermcjTen fort ju ]()abern; 



LENORA 8 I 

** Help, Lord ! now help ! On this poor child 

A speedy doom impose not ; 
Lay not this sin to her, so wild. 

That what she says, she knows not. 
Oh, child I forget thy mortal woes, 
And think on God and heaven's repose ; 

So shall thy ransomed spirit 

A heavenly spouse inherit. 



** Oh, mother, mother ! what is hell ? 

Oh, mother 1 what is heaven ? 
Where Wilhelm is not, all is hell ; 

Where Wilhelm is, all heaven. 
Then out, for ever out, my light ! 
Sink down, sink down in gloom and night ! 

Without him there is given 

No joy in earth or heaven." 

Thus maddened w^re her heart and brain. 

In desperate phrensy reeling, 
Thus impious dared she to arraign 

Grod's providential dealing ; 



! 



u 



82 Seonore 



Serfc^lug ben SBufen, unb jenang 
Sie ^anb, bxi @onnenuntergang, 
Sdii auf am ^immddbogen 
£){e golbnen @terne jogen* 

Unb aufien, l^orc^! ging'S trap trap trap, 
Ttti wie t)on StoffeSbufen; 
Unb fllrrenb jKeg efn JRitter ab, 
%n be« ©elanbcrft ©tufen ; 
Unb l}oxi), unb ]()ord), ben 5)fortenring 
©an;^ (ofe, leife, flingUngnngl 
Dann famen burc^ ble ^forte 
SSernebmlic^ biefe SSorte: 

„ ^olla, ^olla ! XW ciVif, mein jtinb ! 

©c^I(Jfft, gfebcfcen, ober wac^fl bu? 

9Bie bifi nod^ gegen mxi) geftnnt? 

Unb weineft ober lac^ft bu? " 

„2C*, SGSil^erm, bu? ♦ ♦ ©o \pit be! tRac^t? ♦ . 

©ewefnet ^V I* unb gewa^t; 

Tld), groge« geib erlitten ! 

SEBo fommfl bu l^er geritten?" — 
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She rang her hands, she beat her breast, 

Till the bright sun went down to rest. 
And golden stars were shedding 
Light o'er heaven's vault far spreading. 

And hark 1 outside, tramp, tramp, they go, 

A horse's hoofs loud clatt'ring ; 
A rider at the steps below 

Dismounts with armour rattling. 
And hark ! the bell doth softly ring 
Its tinkle, tingle, ting, ting, ting. 

And through the doorway hollow 

These whispers gently follow : 

*^ Hist, hist I Come, open, daiiing mine ; — 

Art waking, child, or sleeping ? 
How feels it still, that heart of thine, — 

Art laughing, or art weeping? " 
« Ah ! Wilhelm, thou 1 So late dost ride ? 
Oh 1 1 have waked, and wept beside. 

Till grief this heart did wither : 

But say, whence cam'st thou hither ? " 
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^^^f^V^^^^^M^^^^^N^^^^^ 



nSBir fattcln nur urn SRittemadt^t* 
SEBeit xitt id) ^er t)on 83&^men. 
3d) l)abe fpat mic^ aufgemad)t 
Unb win bid) mit mir ne^men." — 
„ TO), SSSil^elnt; erfl herein gefd^winb ! 
X>tn ^ageborn burd)faurt ber SBinb/ 
^erein, in meinen 2Crmen, 
^erjliebjtcr, ju erwarmen!" — 

,, ia^ faufen burd) ben ^ageborn, 

Sa^ faufen, itinb; la^ faufen! 

Der JRappe fcl^arrt; eS flirrt ber ©porn, 

3d) barf aUI()ier nic^t 6aufen« 

itomm; fc^urje, fpring' unb fd)n){nge bid^ 

2(uf meinen Siappen binter mid^ ! 

3Rugi l^eut nod^ l^unbert fWeilen 

mt blr in'8 SSrautbett eilen." — 

„2Cd)! rt>oUU\t ^unbert !!Reilen nod^ 
3Ric^ l)z\it Mi SSrautbett tragen? 
Unb l^ordb! eS brummt bie ©tocfe nod^, 
2)ie etf fd^on angefd^tagen*"— 



LENOKA 

" We saddle but at night's Ligli tide : 
From Prague's a long way hither ; 

'Twas late ere I set forth to ride. 
And we must back together." 

" Ah, Wilhelm 1 first within repose; 

The shrill wind through the hawthorn blows : 
Come in these arms, fond lover. 
Warm thee, till night pass over." 

" Why, let the wind blow on, dear child 1 
Blow on, blow on, we ciare not ; 

My spurs ring loud, my horse paws wild. 
And linger here I dare not. 

Come with a bound, come with a swing, 

Upon my horse behind me spring. 
For we, ere we may slumber, 
A hundred miles must number." 
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** A himdred miles ! — so far wouldst thou. 

Me to thy bridal bearing ? 
And hark ! with solemn tone e'en now 

The clock eleven declaring." 



84 8conorc 

„ @ie^ l^in, flc^ l)tx ! tcr fWonb fd)dnt f)ca. 
SSir unb bie Xobten retten fd^neU* 
3cl^ bringc t>l6), jur SBcttc, 
9lo(^ ^eut W^ ^o^jeUbcttc/* 

„®as' an, n)0 ifl bein itdmmerlein? 

SBo? tt)(e bdn l^o^jeitbctt^en?" — 

„ SBeit, mU \)on bier I . ♦ ©till, luW unb llcln I ♦ ♦ 

®cd^S ©tetter unb jwcf JBrcttd^cn I " — 

v^at*^ Staum ffir mic^?" — „Sur bic^ unb mic^I 

^omm, fd^urjc, faring' unb fd^wingc bid^l 

X)ie .^od^ieitgdjie l^ofen; 

©ie itammcr jte^)t unS offen*"— 

@d^6n gicbd^en fcfcurjte, fprang unb fcl)wanfl 

@((i) auf bad 9iop bel()enbe; 

SBBol^I urn ben trauten 9tetter fd^Iang 

@ie il()re giticnbdnbc ; 

Unb l^urrc, ^urrc, l)Op ^op f)Op ! 

©Ing'S fort in faufcnbem ©alopp, 

Dag Slog unb JRefter fcbnobcn, 

Unb itie§ unb ^unlen {lobcn» 
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" See there, see here ! The moon shines bright ; 
We and the dead ride fast by night: 

To-night — 'tis truth I've told thee — 

Our maxriage bed shall hold thee." 

*^ But what thy marriage bed, and where 

Thy chamber ? — first discover." 
" Still, small, and cold — far, far from here. 

Six boards, and two laid over." 
** Hast room for me ? " " For thee and me ! 
With swing and spring, then, up with thee : 

The chamber's open standing. 

The wedding guests attending." 

Then up with swing and spring behind. 

The fair maid moimted lightly, 
And round her dearrloved rider twined 

Her lily hands full tightly ; 
And onward, onward, onw^d, ho ! 
In sounding gallop fast they go, 
• Till horse and man pant quickly. 

And stones and sparks fly thickly. 



85 geonorc 

3ur red^ten unb jur linfcn ^ani, 

SSorbei t)or il^rcn SSUcfen, 

gSic flogen ^Kngcr, ^tW unb ganb I 

SBic bonnertcn bic ©rurfen !— 

„ ®raut 8icbd)en aud)? . ♦ ©cr 3Ronb fc^clnt f^tU I 

^urra^l bie Xobten rettcn fd^neQl 

(Sxant gicbd^ien aud^ t)or Sobtcnl"— 

„2(c^ndn!** Doc^ taM^e Sobten !**-:- 

SSaS flang bort f&r ®efang unb ^lang ? 
SSaS ffatterten bie Slaben? « « 
i^ord^ ©locfenf (ang ! I^otd^ Xobtenrang: 
,iia^t un§ ben 8eib begraben!" 
Unb ndl^er jog ein Seid^enjug, 
£er @arg unb Xobtenbabre trug» 
X>ai Sieb n)at ju t>erg(eid^en 
©em Unlenruf in Seicl^en* 

„ yta6) WitUxnaijt begrabt ben gelb, 
Mt ^lang unb @ang unb ^lage I 
3efet fubt' 16) f)t\m mein junge^ SBeib* 
3Rit, mit jum JBrautgelage 1 
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How swift ! how swift I right hand, left hand. 

Before h'er glaniie of wonder. 
Fly field, and hedge, and open land ; 

How loud the bridges thunder ! 
" And fear'st thou, love ? The moon shines bright ! 
Hurrah I the dead ride fast by night ! 

The dead, love ! dost thou fear them ? " 

" Ah no ! But yet forbear them." 

What clanging sound and song comes near ? 

What makes yon ravens merry ? 
* Hark ! the death-bell. The death-song hear ! 

" Let us the body bury." 
And now, with cofiin and with bier, 
A mournful funeral train appear. 

Croaking a dirge sonorous 

Like frogs in marshy chorus. 

" Bury your dead when midnight's past. 

Wailing, and weeping, and singing ; 
But now away to our wedding feast ! — 

My young bride home I'm bringing. 
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^^0^^^^i^0^^^^0m^>^i0m^0^ 



Aomm^ SCixfttT, l)ierl itomm mit bem (Sfyov, 
Unt gurgle mir bad JBrautlieb toor! 
^omm, Vfaff\ unb fpric^ ben ©egen, 
(&V n)ir iu iBett unS legen ! '' — 



@tia itiang unb Sang « « £ie 83al^re fd^anb « « 

©el^orfam feinem JRufen, 

Stam% f)utxz l^urrel nad)gerannt, 

^art i)inUx'^ JRappen ^ufen^ 

Unb immer rotlUx, l^op l()0)) l^opl 

©ing'S fort in faufenbem ®alopp, 

2)agi JRo^ unb Slcitcr fcl)noben, • 

Unb itteS unb Sunfcn floben» 

SSie flogen recbtd/ n)ie flogen linfS 

©ebirge, SSaum' unb »g)e(fen I 

SBie flogen UnU, unb xii}U, unb linft 

£)ie £)6rfer, ©tabt' unb grecf en I — 

" ®raut giebc^en au* ? ♦ ♦ £)er 5Wonb fc^eint ^dl 1 

^urral^ ! bie Sobten reiten fd^neU I 

©raut giebc^en auc^ t)or Sobten?" — 

„ Hi) I gap fie ruljn, bie SEobten*" — 
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Come, sexton, with thy choral throng. 
And gurgle forth the wedding song ! 

Come, priest, and say the blessing 

Before the bride's imdressing." 

Ceased somid and song, — the bier was gone, — 

At his command they follow. 
Behind the swift hoofs hurrying on 

With shouts of hillo ! hollo ! 
And onward, onward, onward, ho ! 
In sounding gallop fast they go. 

Till horse and man pant quickly. 

And stones and sparks fly thickly. 

Away they fly, right hand, left hand. 

Hills, hedges, forests darkling ; 
Away they fly, right hand, left hand^ 

Towns, hamlets, cities sparkling. 
"And fear'st thou love ? The moon shines bright ! 
Hurrah 1 The dead ride fast by night ! 

The dead, love ! dost thou fear them ? " 

" Alas ! to vex forbear them." 
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@{e^ ba ! ftel() ia I Tim ^od)gerid^t 
3:anif urn beS StabeS Spinbel/ 
|)alb ftc^tbarlic^ bei ftRonbenlic^t, 
(Sin lufliged ©eftnbel.— 
jj @afa I ©eftnbel/ l^ier ! Stomm ^iet ! 
®e{tnbel/ fomm unb folge mix I 
Zatii* unS ben ^od^ieitreigen/ 
aSann wir ju SBette jteigenl"— 

Unb baS ©cflnbel/ ^ufc^ l()ufc^ l^ufc^l 
itam l(){nten nad^geprafTelt/ 
SBie SBitbetoinb am ^afelbufc^ 
Dutc^ b&rre SSldtter rafTelt. 
Unb tvettet/ weitet/ l^op l()0)) l()opI 
©ing'S fort in faufenbcm @alopp, 
^p 9top unb fSttiUt fd^noben/ 
Unb ^ieS unb gunfen ftoben* 

SSSIc flog, was runb ber 3Ronb bcfd){cn, 

2Bic P09 cS In bie Seme! 

SBie flogen oben uber i)\n 

;Der »&immel unb bie ©terne ! — 



LENORA 

See 1 see ! Beneath yon gibbet's height 
Around the wheel are dancing. 

Scarce visible by pale moonlight, 
A goblin troop dim glancing. 

** Sasa ! ye goblins, hither come ! 

Come, follow, goblins 1 follow home ! 
Come with us to the bedding, 
And dance our dance of wedding ! " 
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Whirr ! whirr ! .Behind them whistlingly 
The phantom -morrice rushes, — 

So rustles, when the leaves are dry, 
A whirlwind through the bushes. 

And onward, onward, onward, ho ! 

In sounding gallop fast they go. 
Till horse and man pant quickly. 
And stones and sparks fly thickly. 



The moonlight scenes how fast they fly. 
To backward distance driven ! 

How swiftly course away on high 
The very stars of heaven ! 
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^^^^^*MVM^A^^^A^WMM% 



,,®raut giebd^en auc^? . « Der 9Ronb fc^efnt l^eH! 
^uxxal) ! bie Xobten reiten fd^netl t 
®xaut Sicbd^en auc^ toor Xobtenl"-^ 
,,SD wel^I Sap ru^n bie Xobten!''— 



♦ ♦ 



„giappM SRappM gRic^ bfinlt, ber ^a^n f*on ruft ♦ ♦ 

©alb wirb ber ©anb toerrlnnen ♦ ♦ 

JRawM giaj)j)M 3* wUtre 3Ror8enIuft 

giappM Summle Wc^ t)on j^frmen!— 

SBoUbrad^t/ tooQbrad^t if} unfer £auf I 

2)a$ |)od)ieitbette ti)ut ftc^ auf« 

SMe Xobten reiten fd^neae ! 

aaSir finb, wir finb jur ©teDe." — 



JRafd^ auf ein eifem ®ittert^)or 
©ing'S mit tjer^^dngtem SufleU 
!!Rit fd^tvanfer ®ert' ein ©c^Iag bat>or 
Serfprengte ©d^lop unb JRiegeU 
^ie Slugel flogen {(irrenb auf/ 
Unb uber ©rdber ging ber Sauf« 
& blinften Sei(i)enf!eine 
giunb urn im 3Ronbenfd^eine* 



LENORA 

** And fear'st thou, love? The moon shines bright I 
" Hurrah ! The dead ride fast by night ! 
The dead, love 1 dost thou fear them ? " 
« Woe's me ! The dead ! Forbear them." 

** Horse 1 horse ! The sand is well nigh run ; 

I hear the cock's shrill warning. 
Horse ! horse ! Speed on till all be done I 

I scent the air of morning. 
'Tis well ! 'tis well ! our course is sped. 
And open lies the marriage bed : 

The dead ride fast by night, love 1 

'Tis here that we alight, love." 
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Furious against an iron door 
With loosened rein he dashes. 

And down his swinging scourge before 
Bolt, bar, and lintel crashes. 

The gates fly open creaking hoarse, 

And o'er the graves goes on their course. 
While in the moonbeams' shimmer 
Around the tombstones glimmer. 



89 Seonote 

^a f!el)I ^a ficl()I im ^Cuflenblicf, 

^ui)\x ! ein grd^Uc^ SEBunber ! 

©e« aeUer« Jtoller, ©turf fur ©turf, 

gJcl ab, wfe murbcr Sunber, 

Sum @^dt)cl, o^)ne Sopf unb @*opf, 

Sum narften @d)dbel warb fdn *opf ; 

©cin ^Srper jum ©eriwe, 

SRit ©tunbengla^ unb ^{))))e* 

^0* biumte fi^, wUb fc^nob ber fSta^p\ 
Unb fpru^te Scuerfunfen; 
Unb lf)iii! war's unter f^r l^xnah 
JBcrfc^unben unb tjerfunfen* 
©e^eul! ®e^)eul auS l&o^er 8uft, 
©ewlnfel fam auS tiefcr ®ruft* 
8enore'n6 ^erj, mlt JBeben, 
aiang jwifclien Sob unb 8ebcn» 

9lun tani^ten xooU bei SRonbenglanj, 
giunb urn l^erum im itreffe, 
Die ®cifier einen itettentanj, 
Unb ^eulten bicfc SBeife: 



- See I Bee I In twinkling of an eye, 

Ugh I Marvel most appalling 1 
The rider's flesh, all loose and dry. 

Like tinder piecemeal falling ! 
A skull devoid of skin or hair, 
A naked skull, behold him rear ' 

A skeleton appearing. 

His scythe and sand-glass bearing. 

The horse spits flakes of fire around. 
Fierce snorting, wildly rearing ; 

Then lo ! beneath the yawning ground 
Sinks, sudden disaiipenrin^'. 

Yells, dreadful yells, pervade the skies, 

Strange moanings from the t«mbs arise ; 
Lenora's heart cold shivering 
'Twist death and life lies quivering. 

Around the ghosts, by moonlight clear, 

A linked morrice forming, 
Dance band in hand, whilst in her ear 

They howl these words of warning: 



go Seonore 



%^^0t^t^^0*0^0*0^^*^^^^0^^^^ 



„ ®ebulb ! ©ebulb ! SBenn'« ^txi auc^ btiift I 

£)e« itiiti bifl bu (ebig ; 
®ott fep betr @e«le gnabfg! « 
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" Though break thy heart, yet patient be, 
And quarrel not with God's decree : 

Thy body — thou must leave it; 

Thy soul — may God receive it 1 " 
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Fu adunque, non 6 gran tempo, in Firenze una giovane 
assai bella, e leggiadra, secondo la sua condizione, e di 
povero padre figliuola, la quale ebbe nome Simona. E 
quantunque le convenisse con le proprie braccia il pan, 
che mangiar volea, guadagnare, e filando lana sua vita 
reggesse; non fu percio di si povero animo, che ella 
non ardisse'a ricevere amore nella sua mente. II quale 
con gli atti, e con le parole piacevoli d' un giovanetto 
di non maggior peso di lei, che dando andava per un 
suo maestro lanajuolo lana a filare, buona pezza mo- 
strato aveva di volervi entrare. Eicevutolo adunque in 
se col piacevole aspetto del giovane, che 1' amava, il 
cui nome era Pasquino ; forte disiderando, e non atten- 




PASOtflHO AHG StMOHA 

(Dbcambbon, Day ILL Nov. 7.) 



Whilome in Florence fair a maiden dwelt. 
Of birth not high, yet good and lovely she, 

Siraona named, — in spinning wool she dealt 
(For so her daily bread must earned be 

By toil of her own hands), — nor therefore felt 
Unapt for love. A youth of her degree. 

Who brought each day their master's wool for spinning, 

Had won her heart from slight and slow beginning. 

So for Pasquino (such the name he bore) 
Wishing, but yet content to wish alone. 

Oft as her rapid spindle skimmed the floor. 

She sighed for him who there had come and gone. 



92 PASQUINO E SIMOMA 

taodo (li far piti avanti^ filando^ ad ogiii passo di lana 
filata, che al fuso avvolgeva, mille sospiri piti cocentiy 
che fuoco, gittava, di colui ricordandosi, che a filar 
gliele aveva data. Quegli dall* altra parte^ molto solli- 
cito divenuto^ che ben si filasse la lana del suo maestro, 
quasi quella sola, che la Simona filava, e non alcuna 
altra, tutta la tela dovesse compiere, pit! spesso che 
r altra era sollicitata. Perchd 1' un sollicitando, ed 
air ultra giovando d' esser sollicitata; awenne, che 
1' un pid d' ardir prendendo, che aver non solea, e 
r altra molto della paura, e della vergogna cacciando, 
che d' avere era usata, insieme a' piaceri comuni si con- 
giunsono. Li quali tanto all' una parte, ed all' altra 
aggradirono, che non che P un dall' altro aspettasse 
d' essere invitato a cio, anzi a dovervi essere si faceva 
incontro 1' uno all' altro, invitando. E cosi questo lor 

piacere continuvando d' un giorno in un' altro, e sem- 
pre pid nel continuvare accendendosi ; awenne, che 
Pasquino disse alia Simona, che del tutto egli voleva, 
che ella trovasse modo di poter venire ad un giardino, 
la dove egli menar la voleva, acciocch^ quivi piti ada- 
gio, e con men sospetto potessero essere insieme. La 



And 80 it happed, the one for ever praying, 
The other ever by such prayer delighted. 

That he grew bold and bolder by delaying. 
And she became less bashful and affrighted. 

Till both, one impulse of their hearts obeying. 
Together were in love's close bonds united ; 

And great their pleasure was from day to day. 

And still their love waxed stronger with love's play. 

At length Pasquino his Simona told 
That he did of a certain garden know. 

Where undisturbed sweet converse they might hold. 
And she, full well content, did not say No. 

So one day spake she to her father old, 
How for confession she to chiurch must go. 

And then, by one young girl accompanied. 

Joyful and fast she to the garden hied. 
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^th that same thread she spun ; and he grew more 

i 

Zealous to see his master's work well done, 
As if he thought, so close the girl he tended, ■ 

The web entire upon her toils depended. 1 



93 



PASQUINO E SIMONA 



^^f^0^0m^^0^^^^^^^^*^^^^^*0S0^ 



Simona diBse^ che le piaceva ; e dato a vedere al padre 
una domenica dope mangiare, che andar voleva alia 
perdonanza a san Gallo ; con una sua compagna chia- 
mata la J.<agina, al giardino, statole da Fasquino in- 
segnato^ sen' ando. Dove lui insieme con im sue com- 
pagno, che Puccino avea nome, ma era chiamato lo 
Stramba^ trovo : e quivi fatto uno amorazzo nuovo tra 
lo Stramba, e la Lagina : essi a far de' lor piaceri in 
una parte del giardin si raccolsero^ e lo Stramba, et la 
Lagina lasciarono in un' altra. Era in quella parte 
del giardino dove Fasquino, e la Simona andati sen' 
erano, un grandissimo, e bel cesto di salvia: appid della 
quale postisi a sedere, e gran pezza soUazzatisi insdeme, 
e molto avendo ragionato d' una merenda, che in quelle 
orto ad animo riposato Intendevan di fare, Fasquino al 
gran cesto della salvia rivolto, di quella colse una 
foglia, e con essa s' incomincio a stropicciare i dentin e 
le gengie, dicendo, che la salvia molto bene gli nettava 
d' ogni cosa, che sopr' essi rimasa fosse dopo V aver 
mangiato. E poich^ cosi aJquanto fregati gli ebbe, 
ritomo in su '1 ragionamento della merenda, della qual 
prima diceva: n^ giiari di spazio persegui ragionando^ 
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And there she found her love, and with him one 

Who loved her friend ; and so the pairs soon parted ; 

And those with whom our story hath begun 
Passed to a lonely spot, all joyful-hearted. 

And by a bush of sage, beheld of none. 

Sat down, where round them a sweet fragrance darted : 

Great was their joy, and great deliberation 

They held 'bout giving soon a nice collation. 

Anon Pasquino, plucking from the bush 

Some odorous leaves, to her did smiling say. 

That they were better than the finest brush 

To cleanse the teeth and guard them from decay ; 

So while it pleased him these to chew and crush. 
Calm in the silence of content she lay. 

And when he had given o'er, with childlike glee. 

They prattled of their feast that was to be. 



But on a sudden faint and pale he grew. 

And then a gathering darkness veiled his sight. 

So that in vain his dim eyes strove to view 
The face of her who was his dear delight ; 
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che egli s' incomincib tutto nel viso a cambiare, ed 
appresso il cambiamento, non istette guari, che egli 
perdd la vista, e la parola, ed in brieve egli si moii. 
Le quali cose la Simona veggendo, cominci5 a piagnere, 
ed a gridare, ed a chiamar lo Stramba e la Lagina. Li 
quali prestamente 1& corsi, e veggendo Pasquino, non 
solamente morto, ma gi& tutto enfiato, e pieno d' oscure 
macchie, per lo viso, e per lo corpo, divenuto ; subita- 
mente grido lo Stramba : Ahi, malvagia femmina, tu 
r hai avvelenato : e fatto il romor grande, fu da molti, 
che vicini al giardino abitavano, sentito. Li quali, corsi 
al romore, e trovando cestui morto, ed enfiato, e udendo 
lo Stramba, dolersi, ed accusare la Simona, che con in- 
ganno avvelenato 1' avesse : ed ella per lo dolore del 
subito accidente, che il suo amante tolto avesse, quasi 
di se uscita, non sappiendosi scusare; fu reputato da 
tutti, che cosi fosse, come lo Stramba diceva. Perla- 
qualcosa, presala, piangendo ella sempre forte, al pala- 
gio del Podesta ne fu menata. Quivi prontando lo 
Stramba, e 1' Atticciato, e '1 Malagevole, compagni di 
Pasquino, che sopravvenuti erano, un giudice, senza 
dare indugio alia cosa, si mise ad esaminarla del fatto : 
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And then a sharp cold shivering pierced him through. 

And then his tongue refused its oflSce quite, 
And he sank powerless on her trembling side. 
And with one little struggle gasping died. 

Then, shrieking, she arose and called the pair 

Enshrouded in a bower not far apart ; 
And when they saw the black corpse lying there. 

Livid with spots, and swoln in every part, 
They turned on her, who stood with ghastly stare : 

** Sure thou hast slain the man by poisonous art ! " 
And soon their clamour was so strange and loud. 
They gathered round the spot, a wondering crowd. 

But she said nothing, for her heart's fierce pain 
Left her no will in self-defence to speak ; 

Only her tears gushed out in burning rain. 
And stifling sobs did from her bosom break. 

And so she followed thence the angry twain. 
Like a mute sacrifice, trembling and meek. 

And led before the judge in this distress. 

Was there arraigned as a foul murderess. 
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e non potendo comprendere costei in questa ooea aveie 
operata malizia^ nd esser colpevole, volle^ lei presente, 
vedere il morto corpo, ed il luogo, e '1 modo da lei rac* 
contaiogli: perciocchd per le parole di lei nol comr- 
prendeva aasai bene. Fattala adunque senza alcuno 
tumulto col^ menare, dove ancora il corpo di Pasquino 
giaceva gonfiato, come una botte^ ed egli appresso an- 
datovi, maravigliatosi del morto^ le domando, come 
stato era. Costei al cesto della salvia accostatasi, ed 
ogni precedente istoiia avendo raccontata^ per piena- 
mente darli ad intendere il caso sopprawenuto^ coi^ 
fece, come Pasquino aveva fatto, una di quelle foglie di 
salvia fregatasi a' denti. Le quali cose^ mentrech^ per 
lo Stramba, e per lo Atticciato, e per gli altri amici, e 
compagni di Pasquino, sicome frivole, e vane in pre- 
senza del giudice erano schernite, e con piii instanzia 
la sua malvagit^ accusata; niuna altra cosa per lor 
domandandosi, se non che il fuoco fosse di cosi fatta 
malvagitd, punitore : la cattivella,. che dal dolore del per- 
duto amante, e della paura della dimandata pena dalle 
Stramba, ristretta stava, e per 1' aversi la salvia fregata 
a' denti ; in quel medesimo accidente cadde, che prima 
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But thence the marvellous tale to make more plaiu^ 
The judge would lead her back the garden road^ 

To where they foimd the man untimely slain^ 
Supine, and swoln, and shapeless as a toad. 

There the much-talked-of feast — the leaves again — 
Each trifling word, each circumstance she showed, 

Whereat were some did scoflf, and some did pray 

Such fables might not her just doom delay. 

It chanced while thus each fact distinctly showing. 
When of the leaves her mention had begun. 

That some she gathered from the bush there growing. 
And did with them as her beloved had done. 

Whereon, oh strange I her curdled blood ceased flowing. 
And darkness swam around her, — so ere one 

Could aid (so qidckly ebbed her gentle breath). 

By her love's side wedded she lay in death. 

Much favoured pair I kind Fate looked down and smiled. 
To take ye in the first soft bloom of youth. 

Or ere one drop of bitterness defiled 

The pure full fountain of your stainless truth. 
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caduto era Pasquino, non senza gran maraviglia di 
qiianti eran present!. felici anime, alle quali in un 
medesimo dl addivenne il fenrente amore^ e la mortal 
vita terminare : e piii felici, se insieme in un medesimo 
luogo n' andaste : e felicissime, se nell' altra vita s' ama, 
e Yoi y' amate, come di qua fieiceste: ma molto pi& 
felice r anima della Simona innanzi tratto, quanto d al 
nostro giudicio, che vivi dietro a lei rimasi siamo. La 
cui innocenzia, non pati la fortuna, che sotto la testi- 
monianza cadesse dello Stramba, e dell' Atticdato, e 
del Malagevole, forse scardassieri, o piii vili huomini : 
piii onesta via trovandole, con pari sorte di morte al 
suo amante, a svilupparsi dalla loro infamia, ed a segui- 
tar V anima tanto da lei amata del suo Pasquino. H 
giudice quasi tutto stupefatto dell' accidente, insieme 
con quanti ve n' erano, non sappiendo che dirsi, lunga- 
mente soprastette : poi in miglior senno rivenuto, disse, 
Mostra, que questa salvia sia velenosa, il che della 
salvia non suole awenire: ma acoiocchd ella alcuno 
altro offender non possa in simil modo, taglisi infino 
alle radici, e mettasi nel fiioco. La qual cosa colui^ 
che del giardino era guardiano, in presenza del giudice 
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Your new-bom love, a bright and joyous child, 
Fled with ye hence ; to us be pain and ruth 
That many are not found on earth so true, — 
Not that ye left it ere its woes ye knew. 

And thou, Simona, when thy pious tears 
Are all suspect, and mocked at thy defence, 

Tom by sharp sorrows and o'erwhelming fears. 
E'en as a wind sinks down, art wafted hence 

In the arms of a kind death, and thus appears 
The strong avouchment of thine innocence. 

A joyous lot, a lot thrice blest is this. 

To escape from shame, and pass to endless bliss! 



Long time the judge stood pondering o'er the dead 
That lay unseemly there ; at length cried he : 

" The cause that to these doleful murders led 
Lies in this venomous, accursed tree, 

Whose leaves must be by secret poison fed. 
As certes sage-leaves are not wont to be ; 

Then, lest from it more misery ensue. 

First hew it down, and after bum it too." 
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faccendo, non prima abbattuto ebbe il gran cesto in 
terra, che la cagione della morte de' due miseri amanti 
apparve. Era sotto 11 cesto di quella salvia una botta 
di maravigliosa grandezza^ dal cui venenifero fiato awi- 
sarono quella salvia esser velenosa divenuta. Alia qual 
botta, non avendo alcuno ardire d' appressarsi, fattali 
d' intomo una stipa grandissima, quivi insieme con la 
salvia 1' arsero, e fu finito il processo di Messer lo giudice 
sopra la morte di Pasquino cattivello. II quale insieme 
con la sua Simona cosl enfiati, come erano, dallo 
Stramba, e dall' Atticclato, e da Gruccio imbratta, e dal 
Malagevole furono nella chiesa di san Paolo seppelliti, 
della quale peravventura eran popolani. 
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Then forth the owner of the garden stood, 

Anfl with his axe hewed down the bush of sage, 

When lo ! beneath the roots behold a toad, 
A monstrous toad, bloated, and black with age, 

Whose venom through the plant had doubtless flowed ; 
So they who feared the foul-breathed reptile's rage. 

With circling fire burned up both toad and tree. 

And then the dead they buried decently. 
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£l fu ; siccome immobile, 
Dato il mortal sospiro, 
Stette la spoglia immemore 
i Orba di tanto spiro, 

Cosl percossa, attonita, 
• La terra al nunzio sta ; 

I Muta pensando alV ultima 

Ora dell' uom fatale, 
j N^ sa quando una simile 

Orma di pid mortale 
I " La sua cruenta polvere 

A calpestar verra. 



THE FIFTH OF MAY 

(manzoni) 



He was — he is not — motionless 

As that unconscious clay 
When of its great Soul tenantless, 

Bereft and cold it lay ; 
Earth awestruck stands to meditate 
On him, the man of wayward fate, 

In his last closing day ; 
Unknowing when a foot so dread 
Again her bloody dust shall tread. 
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Lui sfolgorante in soglio 
Vide il mio genio e tacque, 
Quando con vece assidua 
Cadde^ risorse, e giacque, 
Di mille voci al sonito 
Mista la sua non ha : 

Vergin di servo encomio 
1 E di codardo oltraggio 

Sorge or commosso al subito 
j Sparir di tanto raggio, 

I E scioglie all' uma un cantico, 

Che forse non morrS* 



Dair Alpi alle Piramidi 
Dal Mansanare al Beno, 
Di quel secure il fulmine 
Tenea dietro al baleno ; 
Scoppib da Scilla al Tanai, 
Dair uno all' altro mar. 

Fu vera gloria ? ai poster! 
L' ardua sentenza ; nui 
Chiniam la fronte al Massimo 
Fattor, che voile in lui 
Del creator suo spirito 
Piu vasta orma stampar. 
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He sat bright beaming on bis throne, — 

I lauded not that beam ; 
He fell, he rose, and then lay prone 

In Fortune's wild extreme ; 
Yet joined I not the clamorous throng. 
Scorning to flatter or to wrong : 

Now, kindling at the theme, 
I strew upon his dust a lay 
That haply shall not pass away. 



From Alpine snows to ^Egypt's sand. 

From Scilla to the Don, 
His thunders, swayed with steady band, 

From sea to sea rolled on. 
Was this true fame ? Posterity 
Will answer : ours to bend must be 

Before the Mightiest One, 
\Mio willed in forming him to show 
How far creative power could go. 
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La procellosa e trepida 
Gioja d' un gran disegno, 
L' ansia d' im cor, die indocile 
Ferve pensando al regno, 
E '1 giunge, e tiene un premio 
Ch' era follia sperar, 

Tutto ei provo ; la gloria 
Maggior dopo il periglio, 
La fuga, e la vittoria. 
La reggia, e il triste esiglio. 
Due volte nella polvere, 
Due volte su gli altar. 



Ei si uomo : due secoli, 

L' un contro 1' altro armato, 
Sommessi a lui si volsero 
Come aspettando il fato : 
Ei fe' silenzio, ed arbitro 
S' assise in mezzo a lor ; 

Ei sparve, e i di nell' ozio 
Chiuse in si breve sponda. 
Segno d' immensa invidia, 
E di pieta profonda, 
D' inestinguibil odio, 
E d' indomato amor. 
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The stormy joy of grand designs. 

The fevered heart's delight, 
lliat tameless for dominion pines. 

And wins, when hopeless quite ; 
The glory that succeeds more sweet 
To transient peril of defeat, 

And victory and flight ; 
Exile and inile, — he all hath known. 
Twice in the dust, twice on a throne. 



He came. Two ages hostile long 

Submissive paused in fear. 
As calm he sat those foes among. 

An awful arbiter. 
He passed, and wore his idle days 
On a lone strand, of pity's praise 

The mark, and envy's sneer. 
Of inextinguishable hate, 
And love for check or change too great. 
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Come sul capo al naufrago 
L' onda s' awolve e pesa, 
L' onda su cui del misero 
Alta pur dianzi e tesa 
Scorrea la vista a scemere 
Prode remote invan ; 

Tal su queir alma il cumulo 
Delle memorie scese ; 
Oh ! quante volte ai poster! 
Narrar se stesso imprese, 
E sulle eteme pagine 
Cadde la stanca man I 



Oh ! quante volte al tacito 
Morir d' un giomo inerte, 
Chinati i rai fulminei, 
Le braccia al sen conserte, 
Stette, e dei di che furono 
L' assalse il sowenir. 

Ei ripenso le mobili 
Tende, e i percossi valli, 
E il lampo dei manipoli, 
E r onda dei cavalli, 
E il concitato imperio, 
E il eel ere obbedir. 



THE FIFTH OF MAT loi 

As o'er some shipwrecked wretch's brain 

The drowning waters pour. 
While his last looks are turned in vain 

Toward the distant shore. 
So on that soul the burthen weighed 
Of memory as he oft essayed 

To paint his deeds of yore ; 
And o'er the page immortal spent. 
The feeble hand sank impotent. 



How oft, when died the languid day, 

With folded arms he stood, 
'Neath the red sun's departing ray. 

In sad reflective mood ; 
Then on him rushed the scenes long past. 
The glittering squadrons shifting fast. 

The steeds' wild dashing flood. 
The sounding tramp, the flashing blade. 
The proud command, so prompt obeyed. 
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Ahi ! forse a tanto strazio 
Cadde lo spirto anelo ; 
£ disperb ; ma valida 
Venne una man dal cielo, 
E in piu spirabil aere 
Pietosa il trasportb ; 

E r awib 8u i floridi 
Sentier della speranza, 
Ai campi etemi, al premio 
Che i desiderii avanza, 
Ov' 6 silenzio e tenebre 
La gloria che paAsb. 

Bella, immortal, benefica 
Fede ai trionfi awezza, 
Scrivi ancor questo ; allegrati 
Che pid superba altezza 
Al disonor del Golgota 
Giammai non si chinb. 

Tu dalle stanche ceneri 
Sperdi ogni ria parola ; 
n Dio che atterra e suscita, 
Che affanna e che consola, 
Sulla deserta coltrice 
Accanto a lui poso. 
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Perchance o'erpressed, that soul of flame 

Might falter and despair^ 
But a strong hand from heaven there came. 

And to a purer air 
Bore him, to tl*ead eternal bowers 
Adorned by Hope's undying flowers, — 

To joys beyond compai-e : 
WTiere veiled in dark oblivion lie 
The glories of the times gone by. 



Immortal Faith, of this be proud. 

All-conquering as thou art. 
To Golgotha's disgrace ne'er bowed 

A haughtier, sterner heart. 
Then shield from calumny's reproach 
The dust of him, to whose lone couch 

God's mercy did impart. 
That which can trouble, yet console. 
Appal, jet cheer the parting soul. 



